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3In fJ^arg'iBf Bnmz. 

Long ago I read a story 

Of a noble knight who died, 
Snatched away by sudden sickness 

In his manhood's flush and pride. 
He had been a faithful Christian, 

Served his God and loved the poor. 
So his kindred soothed their sorrow 

With the thought his bliss was sure. 



In a distant convent praying, 

As that spirit passed away. 
Had a saintly nun a vision 

That comes back to me to-day ; 
When, with altars draped in sable. 

From the church a pleading cry 
Eises for the souls departed 

Who in patient bondage lie. 



In Mary's Name. 

At the solemn seat of judgment 

Saw the nun that soul appear, 
With an angel, who assuring 

Drew the trembling sinner near. 
Heaven lay hushed in awful silence 

As the Judge with searching look 
Scanned the deeds so clearly written 

In the guardian spirit's book. 



Then she heard the voice of Jesus 

In low tender accents say : 
" Thou art saved, but long must languish 

From my presence far away, 
If from earth none seek thy ransom 

In my Mother's blessed name. 
Hast thou on her gentle mercy 

For this moment kept a claim ? " 



Ere the soul its plea could utter. 

From the earth, with pinions fleet, 
Sped another guardian angel 

To the Virgin Mother's feet. 
With a radiant smile he pointed 

To the chamber where the dead 
Lay, with one poor beggar woman 

Keeping watch beside the bed. 



In Marys Name. 

Bound that kneeling figure falling, 

In strange contrast, could be seen 
O'er her tattered garments ermine 

Fit to deck a stately queen ; 
And a voice was heard imploring 

Mercy, — ^piteous was its strain. 
And it filled the sUent heavens 

Like a cry of human pain. 



" Mary, let a wretched outcast 

For this soul departed plead ; 
In thy name I craved his pity. 

In an hour of cruel need. 
From the banquet stepping gaily 

Clad in costly robes he came. 
And he bared his head and listened 

To a prayer that breathed thy name. 



" * Gold I have not,' here he whispered, 

* But this ermine mantle take ; 
It will buy thee food and raiment, 

And is given for Mary's sake.' 
Soon he died, sweetest Mother ! 

Prove to him thy loving power. 
Let that deed of kindness win him 

Joy in this decisive hour." 



In Marfs Name. 

As the last words rose appealing, 

They were lost amid the song 
That burst forth from myriad minstrels 

In that glad expectant throng ; 
And the joyous angel loosiug, 

At our Lady's sweet command, 
All the chains that bound the captive. 

Led him upward by the hand. 
Till a robe of dazzling beauty 

Mercy's Queen around him cast, 
And the Saviour bent to crown him ; 

Then the wondrous vision passei 

Often I have thought and marvelled 

At the lesson of my song ; 
How the holiest may linger 

In the cleansing fires long; 
How when lips we loved are silent 

In our cause, our souls may wait 
For the prayer of some poor beggar. 

Who kept watch beside our gate. 
From the prison where they languish 

Hear Christ's chosen servants cry ; 
Charity can open heaven ; 

Speed our souls by alms on high. 
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OEtjet JFaitJful 

One Heart grows not weary, but waits unconiplaining, 
Whilst thou art forgetful and wayward and cold ; 

It welcomes thee back, and, thy sorrow restraining. 
Gives love in full measure and trusts as of old. 

One Friend in adversity turns from thee never ; 

He stays by thy side when the faithless have fled ; 
His love is the only love lasting for ever, 

His Hand- o'er thy pathway all blessings has 
spread. 

One Friend loves thee truly in sickness and sadness, 
Nor tires at thy murmurs, nor scoffs at thy pain, 

Is constant in gloom, and partakes of thy gladness ; 
Oh, say can such love all be lavished in vain ? 

Why cling for a moment to love that must perish 
In death, if it fails thee not sadly before ? 

Why slight the true Friend, Who for ever will cherish. 
Who loves thee, and, loving, must love evermore ? 



6 Ever Faithful. 

Arise from thy fatal delusion and scatter 

The dream that enticed thee ; thy idols cast down ; 

Nor spare the sweet smile that a moment could flatter, 
Then faded away at a shadow or frown. 

Arise, for thy life-star is swiftly declining, 

Death's vaUey is dreary, a friend must be nigh. 

To whom thy weak soul all its burden consigning. 
May cling till the fear and the danger go by. 

That Friend and that Lover, so faithful so tender. 
Is He with the opened Heart, Saviour and God — 

He Who, forsaking heaven's glory and splendour. 
Once, for thee, sinner, this dreary earth trod. 

Lie at His feet, they were wounded and bleeding ; 

Give Him thy love though 'tis worthless at best ; 
Ask by the Heart stiU so patiently pleading 

For pardon and pity, contrition and rest. 

Lavish the love once so foolishly wasted ; 

Love can restore thee thy place in His Heart ; 
Drink of the sweetness none ever yet tasted. 

And found that earth's pleasures such bliss could 
impart. 

Love Him alone ! He is jealous though tender ; 

None may compete in the heart where He reigns ; 
All that thou hast thou must freely surrender. 

And bind thyself captive in love's golden chains. 
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®atnt jFtanct0 of Siggiai preac!)ejet to 

tfje Xittisi. 

Saint Francis of Assisi 

Loved all God's creatures well. 
And many touching stories 
His children of him telL 
A sister or a brother 

Each living thing he named, 
The wild beast of the forest 

His voice and presence tamed ; 
But that sweet dove that nestled 

For shelter in his breast, 
And the lamb that figured Jesus, 

His gentle heart loved best. 
Once onward to Bevagna 

The Saint rejoicing passed. 
For summer all its glories 

Upon his way had cast. 
Not e'en a passing cloudlet 

On the Italian sky, 
That through the drooping branches 

Caught his enraptured eye. 



8 S/. Francis Preaching to the Birds. 

Along his path were flowers 

Of every gorgeous hue, 
For there, bright Southern blossoms 

In native splendour grew. 
Not Araby's richest spices. 

Its gums or perfumes rare. 
Had filled with sweeter fragrance 

The balmy summer air. 
Amid the waving foliage 

That overspread his way, 
The Saint heard Nature's songsters 

Pour out their carols gay ; 
He marked the brilliant plumage, 

The golden-tinted wing. 
And e'en the homely warblers 

That in our hedges sing. 
The Saint's companions tell us 

He paused upon his way. 
And thanked his God for making 

The birds so bright and gay ; 
Then bade the fluttering songsters 

Approach God's Word to hear, 
And lo ! from topmost branches 

His pure eye lured them near. 
Some perched upon his shoulders. 

Some hovered o'er his head. 
On swaying boughs some listened, 

As thus the dear saint said : 



Si. Francis Preaching to the Birds. 9 

" Well may you warble sweetly 

To Him Who made you all, 
For not the lowly sparrow 

Unknown to God may falL 
Your granary's the broad earth, 

The fields to you are free. 
And ye may build your dwellings 

Upon the lofty tree. 
Ye spin, nor sow, nor labour. 

And yet you want not food ; 
God cares for you, my sisters. 

And for your helpless brood* 
He sends o'er earth the rivers 

For birds as well as men. 
And spreads for you the flowers 

In lonely wood and glen. 
While others of God's creatures 

Upon the earth must tread. 
You have a lovely region. 

The blue sky overhead. 
When the destroying waters 

O'erpoured the sinful land. 
Just punishment of sinners 

By God's Almighty Hand, 
The Lord of Hosts remembered 

The lowly feathered race. 
And in the ark, my sisters. 

Your varied kinds had place. 



i 



lo St Francis Preaching to the Birds. 

So for these blessings given 

Your grateful voices raise, 
At morn, at noon, at even, 

Your great Creator praise." 
As dear St. Francis ended 

His sermon to the birds. 
And sweet as their own music 

Had been his earnest words, 
A thousand voices blending 

In one harmonious strain 
Sent up to God thanksgiving 

From that Italian plain ; 
Then with a parting blessing 

Waved on the summer air 
The sweet Saint of Assisi 

Pursued his way in prayer. 
From all the trees surrounding 

Birds fluttered o'er his head. 
Then north, south, east, and westward 

Their downy pinions spread ; 
Faint and more faint their voices 

In the far distance grew. 
As where the Saint had pointed 

With eager haste they flew. 
glorious St. Francis, 

Pure-hearted Saint, we pray 
Let thy all-powerful blessing 

Still mark our onward way ! 
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©t Clare. 

A LEGEND OF THE BLESSED SACBAMENT. 

Years had dimmed Clare's radiant beauty, 

Fast and vigil left their trace, 
And the form laid low by sickness 

Filled not its accustomed place. 
But her children gathered round her 

On the poor couch where she lay. 
Waiting for the Bridegroom's summons. 

As the long years rolled away ; 
And the ears that heard sweet music 

From celestial choirs above 
To their wants and cares could listen 

With a mother's thoughtful love. 
From the cross where she lay sufifering 

Still of Jesus she could preach, 
Not those burning words were needed. 

Her sweet patience well might teach. 
All unmarked the years were gliding. 

Save that all were holier grown. 
Some the secret crucifixion 

Of Christ's chosen ones had known. 



12 6V. Clare. 

And the world, for which, unceasing 

Benedictions they implored, 
Spoke with pity of their folly. 

Or their names and deeds ignored. 
Till from fair Spoleto's valleys 

E*en to Clara's home there came, 
Mingled with a wail of sorrow. 

Tyrant Frederick's hated name. 
Moorish troops around Assisi, 

Home of Francis and of Clare, 
Spread their tents, and by the crescent 

Vowed to stand victorious there. 
They who wept not, as they parted 

From their dearest, tearful now, 
Lie before the home of Jesus, 

Where unseen the seraphs bow. 
All are silent, till loud voices 

To that rocky height uprise ; 
They have come, and each in terror 

To her saintly mother flies. 
Savage hordes the heights are climbing, 

Come their wrathful voices near ; 
Those who martyrs pangs could suffer 

Tremble with unchidden fear. 
Clare in silence watched their faces, 

Blanched with terror, wet with tears, 
And she thought of peaceful households 

They had left in bygone years ; 



I 
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S^. Clare. 13 

Thought she too of tender mothers, 

Fathers, brothers, who had bled. 
Bather than a danger threaten, 

Or a sorrow bow one head. 
Then from human love swift soaring, 

Like a dove unto its nest. 
Mew her soul to the sweet Jesus, 

She and they had loved the best ; 
And she bade her children bear her 

To His Presence in the shrine, 
Saying, " Fear not ! Jesus' spouses 

Are enclosed by Arms divine." 
Tenderly the well-loved mother 

To the sacred spot was borne, 
Laid where watchers ever kneeling 

Had the hallowed pavement worn. 
Then she rose, her sickness passing 

Like a shadow, as she saw 
Him Whom angels ever worship. 

Prostrate in adoring awe, 
" Lord," she prayed, " behold Thy spouses, 

On their anguish pity take ! 
They have left dear homes and parents, 

All things treasured for Thy sake. 
Let not, loving Heart of Jesus, 

Worse than death Thy chosen taste. 
Mary, sweetest Mother, aid us ; 

Father Francis, to us haste." 



14 Si. Clare. 

As she ceased, a Child's clear accents 

Answered to the Mother's prayer, 
" Fear not, Clara, for thy loved ones ; 

They are My especial care." 
Blending with a saint's compassion 

For her fellow-creatures' need 
Came fond memories of Assisi, 

Childhood's home, and she would plead 
For it with the Heart of Jesus. 

Swift the welcome answer came : 
" For its service to My spouses 

Safety may the city claim." 
While her children gaze in wonder, 

Clare the sacred door unfolds. 
Clasps the Monstrance where their, Jesus 

Every eye by faith beholds. 
Ere their loving hands can keep her. 

She has passed the kneeling throng ; 
Now they foUow, weeping, praying, 

As their Lord is borne along. 
Nearer sounds the dreaded tumult, 

Clare unmindful takes her way ; 
Frederick's hosts are mounting upwards, 

Yet they dare not bid her stay. 
Where the broad wall of the convent 

Like a girdle spans the height. 
Paused the Saint, and, looking downward, 

Saw unmoved the martial sight. 



S^. Clare. 15 

Spears and banners gaily flashing 

'Neath the bright Italian sun, 
Moor and Christian armed for conflict. 

Now they see the saintly nun. 
Rose a shout that through the valley 

Echoed like unearthly sound. 
Where was knightly valour, reverence ? 

Up the rugged steep they bound, 
To their mother's garments clinging. 

Yet content with her to die ; 
Weeping sisters see the Monstrance 

And forget the savage cry. 
With celestial brilliance shining, 

Clara's face the foe has seen ; 
Placid is her look and bearing. 

Yet majestic as a queen, 
Lo ! she forward steps to meet them. 

Her Beloved in her hands. 
Sudden terror fills their bosoms 

And disperses the wild bands ; 
Rays surpassing earthly sunshine 

From the Sacred Presence pour. 
Scatter far the trembling spoilers. 

And bid loving hearts adore. 



§^f^ 
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legenH of ®t Cereiera anD t^z Infant 

'Tis told of Saint Teresa, 

Fair Carmers peerless flower, 
That once amid her cloisters, 

At Vespers peaceful hour, 
She met a lovely Infant, 

A Child surpassing fair, 
And could but gaze and wonder 

How came a stranger there. 

Her seraph heart was beating 

With raptures all divine ; 
She had but left her Jesus 

Within His altar shrine ; 
His voice perchance was ringing 

Like music in her ears ; 
Her cheeks were flushed with pleasure, 

Her dark eyes filled with tears. 



Si. Teresa and the Infant Jesus, 1 7 

She thought the Child had wandered 

Unnoticed from the grille, 
Where, with her friends conversing. 

Some sister tarried still. 
And, with her wonted kindness, 

Though silence is more sweet 
In moments of love's ardours, 

She paused the Boy to greet. 

" What is thy name ? " she whispered. 

He smiled and raised His Eyes ; 
So wondrous was their beauty 

They filled her with surprise. 
" Thine give Me first," He answered. 

The voice was low and clear, 
It had a tone familiar 

To that Heaven-favoured ear. 

" They call me here Teresa 

Of Jesus, gentle Child," 
The Saint replied, and sweetly 

The little Questioner smiled. 
" I Jesus of Teresa am," 

He said, and from her fled ; 
While long in speechless rapture 

She knelt with arms outspread. 



B 
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To Jesus, by Mary, I offer my life, 

Its joy and its sadness, its peace and its strife ; 
In the hands of the Mother I place for the Son 

Whate'er for His glory, how little, I've done. 

To sinners, through Mary, the Saviour once came. 
Through Mary I go to Him, fearing no blame : 

The gift that His Mother makes greater must be 
Than aught that is offered by one like to me. 

To Jesus, by Mary, I offer my own. 

The nearest and dearest my heart has e'er known ; 
I ask for them only God's grace and His love. 

And the joy to be with them for ever above. 

To Jesus, by Mary, I offer my death, 

Its fears and its combats, its last sighing breath ; 
The Mother of Jesus, who stood 'neath the tree, 

In my hour of departure will watch over me. 
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Cbe {[InfaDing Crotnn, 

A LEGEND OF THE ORDER OF SAINT FRANCIS. 

The Seraph of Assisi had gone to his reward, 
Gone from life's toil and penance to gaze upon his 

Lord ; 
The prayer on earth oft uttered, love's pining, plead- 
ing call, 
Was now heaven's song of worship and joy, "My God, 

myall!" 
The world, that called him foolish and scorned his 

lowly choice. 
Was forced amid his praises to blend its fickle 

voice. 
For high upon the altars of every Christian land, 
"The Poor of Christ, St. Francis," men's homage 

could command. 
And noble homes had given their dearest and their 

best 
To swell his children's numbers, a far- spread band 

and blest. 



20 The Unfading Crown. 

His sons with burning ardours caught from their 

Father's heart, 
And Clara's gentle daughters fulfilled their chosen 

part; 
From home and kindred flying, they sought his 

banner's shade, 
Those went to seek the sinner, these in their cloister 

prayed. 
Their ancient annals tells us of many a saintly life 
Passed in retreat and penance, far from earth's 

storms and strife ; 
Now, after lapse of ages, some names we sacred keep, 
While others, pure and holy, by men forgotten, sleep. 
One sweet old legend tells us, in quaint and simple 

style. 
The story of a novice ; and though the world may 

smile, 

Yet kings have lived and perished, leaving no trace 
behind. 

While that legend of devotion in every land we find. 

His name alone unmentioned, they deemed their 

task well done 
Who called the holy novice their Father Francis' 

son. 
The world had cast its pleasures alluring at his 

feet. 
And loving ones around him had made home's ties 

more sweet; 



The Unfading Crown, 21 

But from his earliest childhood his thoughts were 

turned to heaven, 
His young heart's fresh affection unto his God was 

given, 
And for Christ's sinless Mother a wondrous love he 

bore, 
And left youth's joyous pastimes to kneel her shrine 

before. 
Each day with loving transports he sought his native 

bowers, 
And wreathed a crown for Mary of rarest, sweetest 

flowers. 
The fame of Francis reached him, and, spite of threats 

and tears. 
He joined his saintly children while yet in boy- 
hood's years. 
He cast no vain regrettings back on forsaken 

wealth, 
He murmured not at " Poverty,", nor thought of 

home or health. 
One only sorrow lingered to mar life's peaceful 

joy> 

And yet one shadow often life's gladness can 

destroy. 
His childhood's sweet devotion — ^youth's chosen 

task had been 
To deck with richest garlands the image of his 

Queen ; 



22 The Unfading Crown. 

That could be his no longer, and so he pined and 

wept, 
And still his wearing sorrow within his heart was 

kept, 
Till, weaiy of the straggle, he thought to flee away 
Where all unchecked to Maiy his homage he might 

pay- 
He loYed his conyent dwelling, loved well each 

simple heart 
Of those who called him ^ Brother/' and found it 

hard to part. 
So when the day had faded, and Southern skies 

were bright 
With stars, and all lay tranquil, wrapped in the 

arms of night, 
He rose, and softly glided along the cloisters dim. 
Where oft his voice had blended in vesper-song 

and hymn. 
An image of Our Lady clasping the sacred Child 
Stood there, and many fancied the Babe and Mother 

smiled 
As old and young, in passing, bent low the reverent 

head. 
There now the wanderer hurried a moment ere he 

fled; 
He knelt to breathe his " Ave," when lo ! a voice he 

hears, — 
A voice whose tone is rapture even to angels' ears. 



The Unfading Crown. 23 

" My son, where art thou fleeing ? " He saw the 

marble face 
No more — a lovely vision stood in its wonted place. 
The Virgin Mother, folding her Infant to her heart. 
Looked down, and sadly asked him why would he 

hence depart. 
He told his simple story ; sweetly the listener smiled, 
Then thus in winning accents addressed her troubled 

child : — 
" Leave not this sacred dwelling, a favourite spot of 

mine. 
Where pure lips call me 'Mother,' and bless my 

Babe Divine. 
Though prized the flowers once gathered to make a 

wreath for me. 
There is another homage that I would ask of thee. 
Earth's fairest blossoms perish as pass its smile and 

frown. 
But I would have thee weave me a fair unfading 

crown. 
Sweeter than fragrant odours of loveliest flowers 

to me, 
The memory of my sevenfold joys, beloved one, 

shaU be." 
She slowly named them over, and, when the last 

was said, 
The dear Child Jesus, turning, placed on His Mother's 

head 



24 The Unfading Crown. 

A crown of roses richer than Eden's garden grew, 
Soft pearly buds and full-blown flowers of every 

gorgeous hue, 
With leaves whose emerald brightness paled only 

in the light 
That from the Child and Mother shone out upon 

. the night ; 
The perfume, far surpassing the scent of sweetest 

flowers. 
Or breath of gum and spices from boasted Indian 

bowers, 
Around the novice floated. Our Lady spoke once 

more, 
And the heart late sorrow-laden now in its joy 

flows o*er. 
" This crown, my Jesus tells me. His Sacred Hands 

shall lay 
Upon my brow when loving lips to me devoutly say 
This chaplet I have taught thee in memory of my 

joys. 

It is a fairer garland than stonn of earth destroys ; 
Be it thy daily greeting, and death will be for thee. 
And all who thus salute me, an hour from terror 
free." 

The lovely vision vanished, the novice knelt alone. 
But all the strife and sorrow, the doubt and fear, 
had flown. 



The Unfading Crown. 25 

The brethren found him kneeling at morning's rosy- 
dawn 
Before the cloister image — the hours too swift had 

gone; 
Fain had he tarried longer, but it was earth again, 
And toil and prayer and penance, and the keen 

longing pain, 
Were yet awhile to chasten and glorify that soul, 
Ere wide heaven's golden portals at Mary's word 
would roll. 



So runs the ancient legend. •Novice and brethren 

long 
In nameless graves have slumbered, a lowly, saintly 

throng, 
But the joys of our dear Mother, her own " unfading 

crown," 
The children of St. Francis have passed through 

ages down. 
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Cfje ^Beggar QBop* 

Chill blew the night blast, 

Loud pattered the sleet. 
Yet wearily wandered 

Along the dark street 
A poor little outcast, 

A child but in years, 
For the face had grown aged 

With hunger and tears. 



His garments were tattered 

And fluttered around, 
And his bare bleeding feet 

Left their trace on the ground. 
He gazed at the windows, 

All darkened and dim ; 
No home and no mother 

Were waiting for him. 
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Yet onward, still onward. 

The lonely one strayed, 
No kind hand extended 

To shelter and aid. 
The streets are deserted, 

For who, with a home, 
In the gloom and the silence 

Of midnight would roam ? 



The darkness grows deeper. 

The city behind 
Lies silent and hnshed. 

While the voice of the wind 
Through the dead leafless branches 

That hang o'er the way 
Moans and sobs as though whispering 

Some sorrowful lay. 



He passed the proud mansions 

'Mid gardens, now bare ; 
In summer glad children 

Would sport themselves there. 
" Ah ! now they are sleeping ! " 

He thought, and went by, 
" While I in the shade 

Of some doorway must lie." 



2 8 The Beggar Boy. 

The beggar boy paused 

For a moment to rest ; 
He was weary and footsore, 

With sadness oppressed ; 
When bright, in the distance, 

A ray of warm light 
From a crimson-draped window 

Shone out on the night. 



" Ah 1 there ! I must see it ! " 

He sighed and went on, 
" I shall sleep on his doorstep 

Till darkness is gone. 
I shall peep through the curtain 

And watch the sick child ; 
I remember his voice. 

And how sweetly he smiled. 



" Amid the great city 

Last summer we met ; 
His face and his tone 

I can never forget. 
Twas not for his ahns, 

Though I needed it sore, 
His sweet look of pity 

Has haunted me more. 
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" I followed him here, 

And have seen him at play 
With his merry companions. 

It made my heart gay 
To hear his clear laugh 

Eing the loudest of all ; 
I have felt my lips opening 

To answer his call. 



" And now he is dying ; 

I heard the nurse say, 
As I lingered here waiting 

For him yesterday : 
* Heaven wants one more angel, 

Our darling must go. 
Yet fain we would keep him 

Still longer below.' 



" I have wandered the city 

For food, and in vain ; 
I am weary and hungry. 

And drenched with the rain ; 
Yet Heaven does not want me. 

Poor desolate boy. 
While it calls him away 

From his comfort and joy ! 
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"The moon has arisen, 

The stars shine on high, 
I shall watch the bright angel 

Come down from the sky 
For the soul of that child ; 

I will whisper my prayer, 
And ask the dear angel 

My soul too to bear." 



Two angels at midnight 

Their pinions outspread, 
And each bore a crown 

For a little child's head. . 
One stopped at the porch. 

And one entered the hall ; 
Both the pilgrims were ready 

Awaiting their call. 



The beggar boy's angel 

Bent down o'er his face. 
And whiter it grew 

In his silent embrace ; 
The sweet look of childhood 

Was back on it now. 
And the angel had laid 

A fair crown on his brow. 
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The boy, by whose pillow 

A mother watched, sighed : 
" I knew not," he whispered, 

" The beggar boy died ; 
He is here, and he beckons me. 

Mother, farewell ! 
I must go with the angels. 

Their chorus to swell." 



The mother knelt weeping, 

Her treasure had fled ; 
But the other bright crown 

Eested on his dear head. 
When the morning was breaking, 

They found at the door 
The poor little outcast, 

Whose wanderings were o'er. 



The mourner's hot tears 

Fastly fell on his face. 
He was pallid and worn, 

But her memory could trace 
The poor beggar boy 

He had pitied and fed ; 
So she kissed him and laid him 

Beside her own dead. 
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He leaves behind the white men's homes, 
And through the trackless forest roams, 

The Black -Eobe of the West; 
'Neath arching trees he wanders far, 
At night, watched by some silvery star, 

He lays him down to rest. 

By day luxuriant blossoms fling 

Their perfumes round him, strange birds sing 

Clear notes of music sweet ; 
But nought can lure his steps to stay. 
Far onward — onward lies his way. 

What goes he forth to meet ? 

Disease, and cold, and fever's breath, 
And torture too, and lingering death. 

At best a nameless grave. 
He heeds not these, his life-long cry 
Is, " Let me live ; if needs be die. 

Souls for my Lord to save." 
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In Indian Maine a swarthy race, 
For fifty years, no Black-Eobe's face 

Has seen. To them he hies 
Through forest dense and silent glade, 
Where ne'er perchance a foot has strayed^ 

Nor rested human eyes. 

At last, afar he hears a sound 

That makes his anxious bosom bound 

And fills his eyes with tears : 
It is a sound of chanted prayer. 
How to those pine woods came that air 

Heard oft in bygone years ? 

Is it wild fancy ? lo, he stands 
Entranced, the cross in his clasped hands ; 

A kneeling crowd he sees. 
The mass that swells through " Notre Dame " 
In far-off France, no Indian's psalm, 

Floats on the scented breeze. 

Thousands of dusky figures bend. 

In one rich strain their voices blend. 

Before a flower-decked shrine ; 

But hushed the music, raised each eye : 

The form that draws so swiftly nigh 

Seems to their gaze divine. 

c 



34 ^^ Black'^ 

They kiss his cross, his rob 
And gather round him as L 

Amazed, their tale to hes 
Out spake the chief, " We^ 
My father, but mass, prayei 

Still to our hearts were c 



" Our fathers, by the Black- 
Kept living, in each Indian 

The faith that leads to he. 
The children learned to love 
And ever is this sacred day 

To God's own service giv 

" The flowers of fifty summe 
Upon the martyred father's 

Who loved our race so w< 
Go to the altar where he stc 
Give our weak souls their hi 

Of Christ's great mercy te 

The mass was said. But wl 
The joy that filled his soul t 

Who took the martyr's pi 
Not once he thought of sunr 
Nor backward turned regretful glance 

To kindred's kindly face. 
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Oft in the years that onward flew, 
Dearer his Indian children grew ; 

The Black-Eobe fondly told — 
How 'mid his simple flock he found 
The noblest virtues to abound, 

Their love had ne'er grown cold. 

How shall the white man's favoured race 
Stand, with these outcasts face to facej.^ 

Their talents to restore ? 
patient God, our pride forgive, 
Let us in bonds of union live, 

Heaven's wasted grace deplore. 
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Ctje Bun'0 Canticle. 

AFTER HOLT COMMUNION. 

CHOIKS of Angels, with veiled faces pouring 

Before Heaven's King your never-ceasing song, 
My voice is mute that now should rise adoring 

To welcome Him, around Whose throne you throng. 
You see His Face, bright spirits, pure and holy, 

But now within my breast He meekly lies ; 
Praise Him for me, a sinner weak and lowly, 

With glad thanksgivings wake the peaceful skies. 

white-robed Virgins, ye who walk for ever, 

His best and dearest, nearest to the Lamb, 
Where flow the waters of life's shining river, 

Chanting His praises 'mid heav'n's breathless calm. 
Your tuneful voices raise in cadence tender. 

Bless and exalt Him for His love to me ; 
He now has come, devoid of pomp and splendour. 

Heaven's Lord, my love, my gentle guest to be. 
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countless Martyrs, in dyed garments wearing 

Your jewelled crowns around the throne of God ; 
For tyrants' smiles and threats alike uncaring, 

Thorniest paths with dauntless hearts ye trod ; 
With glad hosannas my sweet Saviour greeting, 

I pray you down in adoration bow ; 
Oh, blissful moments,* all too swiftly fleeting, 

E'en angels' music sounds but faintly now. 

happy Saints, who from sin's fetters breaking. 

By penance reached the height of love divine ; 
While in my heart your Lord His home is making. 

Oh, love and worship this dear Guest of mine. 
And ye, soon taken from life's care and pleasure. 

Young Saints, who carried, all unstained and fair, 
Your soul's white garments; see, I clasp your 
treasure — 

Would in this hour I could your transports share ! 

O seraph Saint, my Father, Guide and Leader, 

Woods, vales, and meadows heard you oft complain 
That none loved Jesus. — Be my powerful pleader. 

Nor let Him come to me this hour in vain. 
Oh, praise Him for me. Saint, with ardour glowing, 

He rests so meekly in my poor cold heart. 
Pray for me, that, His strong sweet grace bestowing, 

All selfish love may ever more depart. 
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And nearest, dearest to the Child and Mother, 

Most holy Joseph, to my aid draw nigh. 
Ah, thine was bliss exceeding every other, 

On Christ's Own Heart to yield your parting sigh. 
By those glad hours, when in your arms reclining 

He breathed your name in childhood'^s winning 
tone; 
Oh, bless, adore Him, King in glory shining. 

Yet of my heart content to make a throne. 

Virgin Mother, down before you falling, 

Your ChUd, my Saviour, back I now restore ; 
On saints and angels to adore Him callings 

One grace of graces — I this day implore. 
Sweet Mother, fondly take His Hand caressing 

And raise it o'er me — that I ne'er again, 
Who in this hour receive His precious blessing. 

By sin may give His Sacred Heart a pain. 
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ji^umbeteD. 

A LBOIBND. 

Far from the desert fountain the hermit built his 

cell, 
Apart from a[Q, in solitude with God alone to dwell. 
Oft had the sere leaves fallen on the path his feet 

had made, 
Oft had they stretched in summer time his droop- 
ing head to shade. 
But years and seasons saw him, first young, then 

worn and weak, 
The well-spring of his desert home with every sun- 

set seek. 
At last his feet grew weary, and long the journey 

seemed. 
Perhaps of bygone pleasures in that lonely hour he 

dreamed. 
For 'mid the soul's depression the tempter loudly 

speaks. 
And even in the wUderness, Nature its empire seeks. 
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The toil, and heat, and burden, the hermit well had 

borne, 
But now he said, " I'll tread no more the path my 

feet have worn, 
Beneath the palm-tree's shadow I'll build my lowly 

cell, 
And till death comes to set me free, there I shall 

tranquil dwell." 
Thus slowly wending homeward along the sandy 

way 
He spoke: tradition tells us, as closed one toil- 
some day. 
Wlien lo ! a voice behind him with strange surprise 

he hears. 
For silence in the desert reigned through alL those 

vanished years. 
He pauses, looks around him, no human form is 

near. 
But as he journeys onward, still again it greets his 

ear. 
That voice so sweet and thrilling; hark! does it 

count life's days ? 
One, two, three, four, the unseen one in slow suc- 
cession says. 
The Pilgrim's prayer uprises ; is heard ; potent 

. prayer ! 
In that drear untrodden desert he sees a vision 

fair. 



Numbered. 4 1 

He sees upon the pathway his feet so late had 

trod, 
An angel crowned and beautiful, a Messenger of 

God. 
The voice whose sweetness thrilled him, he knows 

it is the same 
That in melodious accents breathes his long un- 

uttered name. 
"Fear not, I am no stranger," the radiant Spirit 

said, 
" I've witnessed all your prayers and tears since 

from the world you fled. 
The years that passed so slowly, in gold are written 

down. 
And many precious jewels shine in your unfinished 

crown. 
Your very steps are numbered, you heard my voice 

to-night. 
The humblest deed man does for God, the angels 

must delight. 
Then, though the way be weary, and age its burden 

lays, 
Go to and fro with willing feet for life's remaining 

days. 
Too light will seem your labour when Heaven its 

price unfolds. 
Too few the years of penance when the soul its 

God beholds. 
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Toil on, happy mortal, who can suffer, merit 

stm, 

Who can your Maker glorify, and do on earth His 

will." 
• ••••• 

Night had unheeded gathered around the lonely spot. 
But its shadows and its silence the listener dre£ided 

not. 
Even when the angel vanished, and all was dark 

and still, 
Entranced he stood, until the moon rose o*er the 

distant hill. 
Then slowly turning homeward, he murmured o'er 

and o'er, 
" If Heaven my steps has numbered, I shall repine no 

more. 
Numbered each weary journey, numbered each 

deed of mine, 
moon, stars, course swiftly, let another morn- 
ing shine. 
Then farther from the fountain my resting-place 

I'll make. 
And travel o'er the rugged road my fevered thirst 

to slake. 
Would the long years departed, with all their toils 

and .pain, 
The scorching heat, the wintry blast, could be mine 

again. 



Numbered. 43 

How would I pray and suflFer : " But, Lord, the Tew 

days mine, 
With all the pain they bring me, shall be wholly, 

purely Thine." 
• ••••• 

weary soul, take courage, although thou can'st 

not see 
In all thy weary journeyings an angel follows thee. 
Arise, thy steps are numbered, each thorn that 

gives thee pain. 
The heat, the toil, the faintness, an endless joy may 

gain. 
The cruel word that pierces thy heart, the angel 

hears. 
He numbers all thy sorrows, thy repentance, and 

thy tears. 
Shrink not beneath life's burden, nor deem thy way 

too long. 
Think that an angel counts thy steps, and bid thy 

soul be strong. 
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Beside the couch, where struggling lay 
One passing swift from earth away, 

An Angel kneeling prayed ; 
And ever as the glazing eyes, 
Turned up beseeching to the skies. 

And the white lips asked aid, 

A smile came o'er the watcher's face, 
Tor prayer in that dread hour is grace 

Above what we can know ; 
Till death the soul its cause may plead, 
Angels and saints may intercede, 

Mary resist the foe. 

So smiled the watcher, as each sigh 
Bore a low fluttering sound on high. 

That heaven received as prayer ; 
The mortal combat had begun, 
A crown was to be lost or won 

By him who wrestled there. 
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The dying one had wisely spent, 
The talent to his keeping lent, 

And multipUed its gain ; 
But now it seemed beyond his power, 
The anguish of that final hour, 

With patience to sustain. 

Had he not known e'en saints to fear 

The loss in death, when heaven seemed near. 

Of merits of long years ; 
So in his troubled heart he prayed. 
An earnest prayer for strength and aid : 

That cry reached Mary's ears. 

The angel until then unseen. 
Yet who had ever near him been. 

Took from his eyes the veil ; 
And lo, a spirit dazzling bright 
Is shown unto his wondering sight. 

Lest his weak heart should fail. 

The friends who stood all powerless by. 
Saw not that visitor draw nigh ; 

But from the dying face, 
Marked the sad look of pain and fear. 
The troubled aspect disappear, 

And peace come in its place. 
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They heard not what the parched Kps said, 
But he who stood beside the bed 

The faltering words had caught : 
" Angel, could it only be 
That I from these wild pangs was free, 

I'd count these flames as nought, 

" Where souls must linger for awhile ; 
I could at Purgatory smile, — 

What is its keenest pain 
Compared to what I suflfer now ? 
Blessed Spirit, canst not thou 

My swift departure gain ? " 

The Angel for a moment's space 
Ko answer gave, but on that face 

He bent his tender eyes ; 
Then said, " The Mother whom you love. 
Our Queen Immaculate above, 

Thus to your prayer replies, — 

» 
" My name was ever dear to thee, 

So thy request must granted be, 

Soon shall the strife be passed ; 

But pause," here eager grew the voice, 

" Thine is a child's unthinking choice, 

You know not what you've asked. 
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" The sufiferii^ of that penal place, 

Where souls are cleansed from sin's least trace, 

Surpass all mortal pains ; 
Yet, if thou wouldst those pangs prefer 
To those that now so rudely tear. 

The choice for thee remains. 

" Three days of Purgatory's pain, 
Will purify from every stain, 

And equal many years 
Of torture such as racks thee here, 
Where suffering makes to God more dear, 

And glory follows tears." 

" Angel," said the quivering voice, 
" Thank our dear Lady for the choice. 

And let me quickly die ; 
How could I venture to endure 
Long years of pain, if heaven is sure 

When three short days go by ? " 

One moment bent the Angel's head, 
Then with the soul he upward sped, 

A sigh told all was o'er ; 
Lie still, poor hands upon the breaat. 
So late with dying pangs oppressed. 

Lie still for evermore ! 
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" Deceived, deceived, a thousand years 
Have rolled, and endless still appears 

My banishment and pain," — 
A wailing voice unceasing cried, 
" 'Mid penal flames, before I died 
The promise made was vain." 

" Three days, the tempting Angel said. 
Would cleanse my tarnished soul instead 

Of suffering years below, 
Yet light the pain compared to this. 
Keen hunger for eternal bliss, 

Which mortals never know." 

Unto the prison bars there came 
An Angel calling out the name 

Of him who so complained. 
The soul drew near — until it saw 
The Angers face— then grief and awe 

Its ceaseless cry restrained. 

" At Mary's bidding I am here," 
The Angel said, " for to her ear 

Thy sad complaint arose ; 
I come to ask what is thy pain. 
How long thou yet hast to remain 

In purifying throes." 
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" Depaxt, depart," the sad soul cried, 
" That voice deceived me ere I died 

A thousand years ago. 
It lured me here from trifling pain 
I've longed and prayed to have again, — 

False spirit, from me go ! " 

The angel smiled. " Come back with me, 
Mary has given leave for thee," 

He said, " to quit this place 
For a brief time, that I may show 
A sight to thee on earth below — 

This is our Lady's grace." 

He led the doubting spirit back 
To its old home — familiar track ! 

It seemed but yesterday 
He saw those fields of ripe full com. 
And heard the hunter's merry horn. 

Yet — years had rolled away. 

" Look ! " said the angel. To a bed 
Where lay a corpse he forward led 

The spirit — that still form. 
Which but one little hour ago 
Complained that time on earth was slow. 

Was yet unchanged and warm. 
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Friends lingered near ; some wildly wept. 
Some o'er the pillow station kept, — 

All pleaded for the dead. 
The soul beheld with deep amaze, 
Fixed on that form its eager gaze. 

And to the angel said— 



" Oh, can it be that I so late 
Entered yon narrow prison gate 

We just have left behind. 
This is my body — ^here I died, 
Here for sharp Purgatory sighed 

With human longing blind. 

" But ah ! how long the time has seemed ; 
Hundreds of years had fled, I deemed. 

Amid that cruel fire. 
A longing pain my heart possessed, 
A hunger that would give no rest, 

A deep intense desire 

" To see the beauty of that God 

Who keeps me 'neath His chastening rod. 

And hides His sacred Face ! 
Oh, take me back, and let me bum 
Each stain away ; swift, let us turn 

Unto that dreary place — 
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" That those three days may have an end. 
And thou, my Angel, dearest friend, 

Oile other boon bestow : 
Tell those who loved me best in life 
To count as nothing toil and strife 

And suffering below — 



" But to lay up a plenteous store 
Of merit, that when life is o'er 

They have no debts to pay ; 
For ah ! " — the gate is reached at last — 
" One hour, one dreary hour is passed ; 

Tis bitter pain, delay." 

Our Lady, when three days went by. 
Bade the glad angel bear on high 

Her servant's cleansed soul. 
She led him to her Son's high throne, 
To dwell 'mid joys — to earth unknown — 

While endless ages roll. 
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(DQaittng. 

OUR LOBO IN THE BLE88KD SACSAMENT. 

All day long my love awaits me 

On the altar of His choice ; 
'Mid life's loudest strife and bustle 

I can hear His gentle voice. 

Calling me, when toil is heavy. 

At His feet awhile to rest ; 
Wooing me, when life is stormy, 

To repose upon His breast. 

Always patient, though I tarry. 

Thoughtless, lured by worthless toys ; 

Giving welcome when I seek Him, 
Sickened with earth's hollow joys. 

Ever tender when, in sorrow. 
For His pardon kind I kneel ; 

Speaking comfort, giving courage 
When my soul's deep needs I feel. 



Waiting. 53 

When I take my burden to Him, 

Be it mom, or noon, or night, 
If He binds it on my shoulders. 

When I leave, the load is light. 

When forsaken, sad, or weary. 

At His feet I shelter seek ; 
Oh, with what divine compassion 

Does my Gentle Shepherd speak ! 

Speak — ^not of my sins, my weakness. 

Not to bid me hence depart ; 
But to bid me make my dwelling 

In His loving. Sacred Heart. 

All day long my Love awaits me 

In His narrow prison-cell ; 
Who so cold, so mean, so thankless. 

Not to serve such Master well ? 

In the past, Lord, Thou knowest 

I have frail, forgetful been ; 
All the struggle, all the failure 

Of my life Thine Eyes have seen. 

Now, Thy patient love has conquered ; 

All my bliss, my rest must be — 
If not toiling for Thy glory- 
Sharing solitude with Thee. 
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I wiU think that Thou art waiting 
When the world would claim a part, 

And return in haste to give Thee 
The whole worship of my heart. 

When I teach, or toil, or study, 
It wiU be for Thee alone; 

Crowded street, or silent chamber — 
All can lead me to Thy throne. 
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EegenU of @t antong of paUua anD 

t|)e Infant 3[eiafU0. 

How comes St. Antony our Lord to bear ? 
The children ask, and see a lily fair 
lies on his book, or in his claspM hands, 
As gazing upward into heaven, he stands. 

And so the oft-told story we retrace. 

And, reading, turn — to look upon his face, 

Who here such marvels at Christ's bidding wrought, 

Trom whom no favour e'er in vain was sought. 

Once worn and weary, — so the legend goes ; 
The son of Francis sought a night's repose 
Of one who took him as an honoured guest. 
And bade the Saint in his own chamber rest. 

Yet, as the hours of night passed slowly by. 
The moon and stars roUed through the midnight sky. 
The host still lingered to the chamber near. 
For strange sweet voices met his anxious ear. 
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And through the devices rich floods of light, 
A sea of gold, not moonbeams cold and white, 
He saw outpouring from that wondrous room. 
While all around there floated sweet perfume. 

At last, half fearing, through the clunks he gazed. 
And saw the Saint in prayer ecstatic raised ; 
While on his breast there lay the dear Christ-Child, 
Who spoke low words, and on His servant smiled. 

No marvel then, those long, long hours of prayer. 
With such sweet company his watch to share ! 
The host retired. But when the morning came, 
The Saint forbad, what he had seen, to name. 

Vainly the humble friar sought to hide 
This wondrous favour ; far it spread and wide. 
So our pure Saint, a lily in his hands, 
Still clasping Jesus, in his picture, stands. 
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C|)e Kuler'0 Daugfjten 

They closed her eyes, and from his clasp undid 

The small white hand that on her bosom lay ; 
Then brushing back the waving curls that hid 

The fair young face, they strove to lead away 
The Euler from his child. But still he kneels 

Beside her, pressing on the snowy brow 
"Warm kisses, while his tears to their appeals 

Answer — and would ye seek to part us now ? 
Wildly the death-song rose, and far away 

Was borne on the soft winds of summer eve, 
Changing to gloom the yet unfaded day. 

E'en Nature o'er the early dead must grieve ! 

She was beloved by all — but as a pearl 

Beyond all price unto her father dear ; 
Light of his eyes, the fair and gentle girl 

Destined the close of his old age to cheer — 
And she was dead ! There, with the sunset's glow 

Upon her streaming hair, she silent lay — 
Heedless alike of sounds of joy or woe — 

Passed from her father's lonely home away ! 
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" She is not dead, but sleeps ! " the Saviour said. 

And drawing near, He bent His pitying eyes 
On the slight form whose pulse of life had fled ; 

And with her hand in His He bids her rise. 
Swift as the golden flush sweeps o'er the sky, 

Changing its fleecy clouds to amber bright, 
There shone from out the maiden's dove-like eye 

The gentle radiance of its wonted light. 
Her cheek, a moment since so pale, now glows. 

And by its side would seem of sickly hue 
The blushing tint of Sharon's boasted rose. 

With damask heart bathed in the orient dew. 
" Maiden, arise ! ** and lo, the icy chain 

That from her heart withheld the stream of life 
Is burst, and onward courses through each vein 

The bounding tide, as though in joyous strife. 
More fragrant than the breath of rarest flowers. 

Waking her up from that strange dream of death. 
Sweeter than all the scents of Flora's Bowers. 

Upon her face is the Messiah's breath — 
" Arise ! " and her white garments floating round, 

She kneels before the Saviour and adores. 
Nor breaks the silence deep one jarring sound, 

As the glad father his full heart outpours, 
Upraised from death, she is his own again ; 

Back from the portals of the shadowy land. 
To him restored without a trace of pain, 

Eaised from the dead by the Eedeemer's Hand ! 
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And did not Jesus to that maiden give 

A favour greater than life's passing breath ? 
Faith in Himself, that so her soul might live 

When she should pass into the vale of death. 
The father, too, would listen to that Voice 

That gave him back the treasure of his heart, 
And when his time had come, e'en could rejoice 

That they should meet where 'tis unknown to part. 
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A LBOKND OF CABMSL. 

Back to her silent chamber, 

From the festal's glare she came, 
And stood before the mirror — 

Nor the noble lady blame. 
Her face was young and faultless, 

And her dark eyes tender light 
Had won the ardent homage 

Of a courtier throng that night. 

Her ears yet heard the music, 

And her light feet trod the dance. 
She heard proud voices pleading 

For a little smile — or glance ; 
She knew a Prince might covet 

As a prize her lily hand, 
Her name and race were royal — 

And the bravest in the land. 
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So by the mirror standing 

She built her young hopes high, 
Nor thought how beauty fadeth 

And lovely dreamers die. 
" Oh, none of all who seek me 

Shall win my maiden heart," 
She cried, " but for a kingdom 

With girlhood's joys I part." 



While yet her lips were speaking. 

In the mirror where she gazed 
She saw Another standing, 

And would swift havQ fled, a^iazed. . 
But in low tones He pleaded — 

" Stay, My child, thy Lover test, 
I am thy soul's Eedeemer, 

And My Heart has loved thee best 1 " 



There— faint, and sad, and bleeding. 

By the heavy cross weighed down. 
He stood — " The Man of Sorrows," 

On His Brow the thorny crown. 
Forgotten youth and beauty, 

High lineage, boasted name ; 
The vanquished girl kneels weeping 

In repentance and in shame. 
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" For me ! " she cried, " sweet Saviour, 

Hast Thou borne such cruel pain ? 
For me, so proud, so thankless. 

Of Thy precious gifts so vain ? 
Love, all love surpassing, 

In my soul erect Thy throne, 
Dear Lord, though all unworthy, 

I am henceforth Thine alone ! " 

• ••••■ 

One look of love, — and vanished 
The sad vision from her sight ; 

But the world long grieved and wondered 
O'er the marvel wrought that night. 

• • • • • • 

But once in youth's full glory. 

Gay friends of other days 
On the form and face so worshipped 

For a passing hour might gaze. 
To the sound of solemn music 

Up the cloister aisles she came ; 
Gone the flush of conscious beauty, 

But the sweet smile was the same. 



Cloud-like her snowy vesture. 

And the diamonds flashed and blazed 

On her bosom, as she glided 

Through the crowds, who pitying gazed. 
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She knelt before the altar, 

And her holy choice was made ; 
There all her heart's aflfections 

With her bridal garments laid. 

E'en the coldest wept, as severed 

Was the maiden's silken hair ; 
But she knelt, aU calm and lovely, 

Like a seraph rapt in prayer. 
Christ's Bride, earth's joy disdaining, 

Breathed her seraph Mother's cry — 
" Lord, let me live to suffer — 

If I may not suffer — die." 

Then came the cruel parting. 

And the harsh grille opened wide — 
In the flower of youth and beauty. 

The gay world's queen to hide. 
Back to their haunts of pleasure 

With stirred hearts the light throng turned — 
To grasp earth's fleeting glories 

Which a nobler heart had spurned. 
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€)ut £aDs of £ourDejer« 

In France, that land beloved, 

There is a chosen place 
Which, in our days, Christ's Mother 

Has deigned to bless and grace. 
The world heard the strange story 

Told by a peasant child"; 
Some boldly called it falsehood, 

Some in derision smiled. 
But thousands heard, rejoicing. 

And lo ! the pilgrim train 
Awakes the tranquil valleys 

With one continuous strain. 
From the bleak North they hasten, 

Nor chilled the love they bear. 
From East, and West, and sunny South, 

The weak and sick are there. 
The wild rose long has vanished 

That blossomed at her feet, 
And the queenly form of Mary 

No eager gaze does meet. 
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But the limpid waters ripple 

O'er the rocks, and bear along 
Power to heal the sad and sufifering, 

Power to make the faint heart strong. 
Bemadette, at Mary's bidding, 

Bathed her little feeble hands 
In the slow and earthy waters. 

Thousands now from farthest lands 
Drink the healing stream, confiding 

In that sweetly potent name — 
" The Immaculate Conception " — 

Title only she can claim. 
And the blind, the light beholding, 

Eaise their eyes in grateful prayer ; 
And the lame go forth exulting, 

"While the sad lay down their care. 
Like a star 'mid darkness shining 

Is that spot her presence blest ; 
Who on earth, our sinless Mother, 

Held the Saviour to her breast. 
" Notre Dame de Lourdes, have pity ! " 

Sighs the mother o'er her child ; 
Other hearts, for sick and sinful. 

Seek the Virgin undefiled. 
Loud the holy mountain echoes 

With the glad thanksgiving song— 
They are healed I Exulting voices 

Bear the joyous news along. 

B 
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We, far off, with wistful glances 

Tamed towards Lonrdes, our voices raise. 
Blending with the mountain echoes 

Our poor hymn of grateful praise. 
Health in sickness, joy in sorrow. 

Thou art potent here as there ; 
Notre Dame de Lourdes, have pity. 

Hear thy children's humble prayer ! 

At thy shrine, dear sinless Mother, 

Mom and noon and eve we pray ; 
For thy Son, our Lord, we labour. 

Light for us earth's dreary way. 
Health in sickness, joy in sorrow. 

Thou art potent here as there ; 
Notre Dame de Lourdes, have pity. 

Hear thy children's humble prayer ! 

All our needs we lay before thee. 

All our hopes to thee we bring, 
Heal the suffering, change the wayward, 

That we may thy graces sing. 
Health in sickness, joy in sorrow, 

Thou art potent here as there ; 
Notre Dame de Lourdes, have pity. 

Hear thy children's humble prayer ! 
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Cfie jFirut Communion mvtnt% 

" What garland shall I weave thee 

For thy first communion day ? " 
To a lovely child beside her, 

Once I heard a mother say. 
The garden where they wandered 

Held flowers of beauty rare, 
For a Provencal garden 

Is of earth the spot most fair. 

Upon the child and mother. 

As in converse oft they passed. 
The snowy orange-blossoms 

A shower of petals cast. 
Camelias, asters, pansies. 

All around their path were spread. 
And radiant Southern blossoms 

Towards heaven sweet perfumes shed. 

Of every shade were roses. 
And flowers, to us unknown, 

Grouped round the virgin lily 
like courtiers round a throne. 
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At last the child made answer 

In low melodious voice : 
" I dreamt the dear Child Jesus 

Did Himself for me make choice. 



" Last night in sleep I saw Him, 
And He sweetly smiled on me, 

And said, ' My child, white rosebuds 
Are the fittest crown for thee. 

Thou dost not know the meaning 
Of that pure unopened flower, 

But 'tis of thy heart a symbol 
In its first communion hour. 



" * Leave the red rose to others, 

For thou'lt be all My Own, 
The pure of heart beloved 

Stand the nearest to My throne ! ' 
So Jesus spake, and vanished ; 

But in my dream I thought. 
As heaven's bright portals opened, 

A moment's glimpse I caught 
Of countless little children. 

Who, 'mid shining angel bands, ' 
Stood crowned with snowy rosebuds 

And tall lilies in their hands. 
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" So, dearest mother, weave me 

A crown most pure and bright. 
To please the Holy Jesus, — 

But why dost thou weep to-night ? 
My heart o'erflows with gladness 

To think my Lord draws nigh, — 
Would I could welcome Jesus, 

And, while I clasp Him, die." 

" My child," the mother answered, 

And her trembling lips grew white, 
" Why shouldst thou speak of dying 

On an eve so glad and bright ? 
They who for Jesus suflfer. 

And, long years, toil meekly here, 
Shall they in shining garments 

Not stand to Jesus near ? 

" Thou art my life's one treasure — 

All that death has left to me ; 
Tell our Lord thy mother needs thee. 

When He comes thy guest to be ! " 

Before the flowers had faded 

In that garden far away. 
Ere buds were full-blown blossoms, 

Dead the mother's treasure lay. 
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And yet she did not murmur, 
For she thought of shining bands 

Who, crowned with pearly rosebuds. 
Bore lilies in their hands. 



A dream came to console her, 

And she saw the great white throne. 
And there amid the angels 

Was the child she called her own. 
So she bore her cross, and waited. 

Though the days were long and drear ; 
For she knew that earthly sorrow 

Brought her soul to Jesus near. 







^jynsi 
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It was evening, qniet evening in the pleasant land 

of France, 
In the days of the Crusaders — those days of wild 

romance ; 
As a traveller climbed the mountain and paused 

awhile to pray 
Before the image of a shrine that blessed that lonely 

way. 
" Mary," he said, " accept my vow ; safe through all 

dangers passed, 
From battle-field, from dungeon deep, I see my 

home at last. 
Deep silence rests on all the vale and in my lordly 

halls, 
But mirth shall sound ere long within those ivy- 
mantled walls. 
My sire, my gentle mother, my sister, and my 

bride. 
Await me in that peaceful home with tender love 

and pride. 
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And thou, Madonna, thou hast brought me back — 

the praise is thine ! 
How many of my comrades brave lie dead in 

Palestine ! 
Hear now my vow — a nobler shrine shall grace this 

happy spot, 
And he who asks me in thy name I will deny him 

not." 
He mounted once again his steed, and, down the 

narrow way. 
Turned towards the spot of earth most dear, where 

all life's promise lay. 
The perfumes of the flowers arose to greet him as 

he passed. 
And on the blue waves far away sunset its glory 

cast. 
It was an hour of tranquil joy, yet, strange and 

wayward thing. 
The heart of man 'mid all its bliss must feel some 

suffering ; 
A nameless fear, an anxious pain, that hour so 

longed-for brought — 
Ah, what were Heaven to creatures' hearts, if earth 

gave all they sought ? 
'Twas midnight when the wanderer reached his 

home ; the moon's pale light 
Flooded the turrets grey and worn that rose upon 

his sight ; 
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Ko beacon from the casement shone, no warder 

paced the wall ; 
He raised the bugle from his side, gave the familiar 

call — 
Then waiting stood, 'twas echoed back but by the 

hiUs around, 
What stir, what shouts in days gone by had 

answered to that sound ! 
He gazed again ; kind Heaven, what sight meets 

those inquiring eyes — 
A ruined castle lonely stands beneath the starlit 

skies. 
The brave, proud heart, that never quailed 'neath 

scenes of carnage, now 
Sinks with a sickening dread, and drops of anguish 

damp his brow. 
" My father, mother, sister, bride, old vassals, where 

are they ? " 
He calls aloud; "ye crumbling walls, my happy 

home once, say? " 
A footstep now the silence breaks, it may be but a 

dream. 
That moment's agony, he thinks, as by the moon's 

clear gleam 
He sees a form in other days familiar as his 

own, 
And hears a voice — what memories wake with its 

Provencal tone ! 
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" Who art thou, stranger, come to seek entrance in 

ruined halls ? 
See not that on a roofless pile the moonlight sadly 

falls ? " 
The traveller eager stretched his hand, and mnrmnred, 

" Where are they ? 
Speak, Herman, speak ! whence have they fled from 

this dear spot away ? 
Where are they, foster-brother ? " " Lord," the awe- 
struck menial cried, 
" Would on Mansoura's bloody field in noble fight 

thou hadst died. 
Ere I, companion of thy youth, such tale of grief 

should teU ! '' 
He raised his hand and whispered low, "Where 

Heaven is, there they dwell. 
The foe of all thy father's race, Montigny, cursed 

name ! 
Wreaked on thy hapless ones his hate and set their 

home in flame ; 
He thought me dead, but I am here thy dark 

revenge to share ; 
Not one of all his hated blood let now our vengeance 

spare." 
Not silently that tale of woe the Lord de BancS 

heard — 
Love, sorrow, hatred, each in turn, his soul to mad- 
ness stirred. 
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His cheek grew pale, his bosom heaved with pas- 
sions fierce and strong, 
He called the stars to hear him swear he would 

avenge his wrong. 
He sought their graves, but not to weep-^his was no 

grief for tears- 
He thought but of his present woe, not of the 

vanished years. 
His sire's grey hairs, his mother's smile, his sister's 

lute-like tone. 
And the beauty of that maiden's face whose heart 

was all his own, 
Were bitter memories in that hour, not messengers 

of peace 
To bid the tempest of his soul in sweet submission cease. 
To wreak his vengeance and then die, he prayed, and 

turned away. 
Ah ! not amid the wreck of life that storm-tossed 

heart could stay ; 
Yet vain to fly from these sad scenes, or seek afar 

for rest 
While passion reigned with unchecked sway within 

his weary breast. 
• ••••• 

Once more 'twas golden summer-time, but years 

had come and sped 
Since towards the vales of fair Provence his steed 

De Banc4 led. 
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And where the wayside altar stood, beneath the 

chestnut trees, 
A noble shrine to " Mercy's Queen " the passing 

pilgrim sees. 
Now crowds are hastening to that spot along the 

mountain way — 
The peasant from the hamlet came, the lord from 

mansions gay, 
In silence up the spacious aisles the motley cortege 

trod, 
Till they stood before the dazzling shrine that held 

the hidden God. 
Then every knee bent low to Him, the monarch on 

His throne, 
And to the distant villages the sweet bell sent its 

tone. 
As from the sanctuary's shade a slow procession 

came — 
A white-robed band of saintly men — the Knights 

of Mary's Name ! 
Then 'mid a group of maidens, who lead with flowery 

bands, 
There comes the ransomed Christian, his fetters in 

his hands. 
His frame looks worn and feeble, his eyes, how 

sunk and dim. 
The corsair's chains in Barbary have galled each 

weary limb. 
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A stifled shout the silence breaks ; then strong men 

weep aloud, 
For wife and children at his side in grateful joy 

are bowed. 
The priest ascends the altar and tells the captive's 

tale, 
And many an eye is dimmed with tears and many 

a cheek grows pale. 
His bark had left the shores of France to seek them 

soon again, 
Nor felt he passing from his home love's bitter 

parting pain. 
But on the wide sea homeward-bound, laden with 

treasures rate. 
They fought and lost — the corsair's bonds long, long 

had they to wear. 
In cruel bondage sadly sighed the husband and 

the sire, 
TiU years had made his dark locks white and 

quenched his spirit's fire. 
EeL'gion to that cruel land the olive branch must 

bear — 
Mercy had burst the captive's chain and led him 

safely there. 
And he who wrought the noble deed asked only 

that the chain 
At Mary's feet in the wayside shrine a trophy 

might remain. 
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In glad procession down the aisles they turned, nor 

paused to greet 
Each other till that chain was laid at the Madonna's 

feet. 
Then kneeling low, the ransomed man with wife 

and children cried, 
Clasping the white-robed father's hand, "No boon 

be here denied — 
TeU us thy name, that it may be familiar in our 

prayer, 
That all Montigny's race may learn our gratitude 

to share." 
A moment flushed the pale, grave face, and flashed 

the downcast eyes. 
Then passed the shadow like a cloud from summer's 

azure skies. 
He spoke, and every sound was hushed that 

wondrous voice to hear. 
It had a tone of other years to many a listening 

ear, 
And some half thought in other garb that stately 

form they'd seen, ' 

Though a pilgrim long in distant lands that saintly 

one had been. 
"A wrong in youth my spirft stirred, and dark 

revenge I sought. 
Far from the scenes of happier times I fled, yet 

peace came not. 
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Vengeance, my cry — yet waiting still for deadlier, 

surer aim. 
Years rolled, good angels still had breathed in tones 

of prayer my name. 
At last I laid me down to die in anguish and 

despair. 
But could I perish unavenged? Oh, cruel, sinful 

prayer ! 
I prayed to live to crush my foe, then gladly go to 

rest ; 
But the knight of mercy, who so well can solace 

the distressed. 
Heard from my lips the tale of woe — and lured 

me first to live. 
Then taught, ah ! 'twas a harder task, my wronged 

heart to forgive. 
Ere sorrow came to mar life's bliss I promised 

here to raise 
A shrine to Mary, where her name should be a 

sound of praise. 
And that no boon, asked for her sake, my heart 

should e'er deny. 
In that sweet name your children craved me to 

your aid to fly, 
And now, though blest this hour to you, mine seems 

a deeper joy — 
A peace, that all the storms of earth are powerless 

to destroy, 
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Dwells in my soul, and voices thrill with music 

sweet my ears — 
Voices of tender, human love, silent in death for 

years." 
Oft had the speaker's voice grown faint, his colour 

came and went, 
But his eys upon the crucifix with deepest love 

were bent. 
A motion shook the listening throng, " Your name 

is still untold ! " 
And Herman grasped the father's hand, " I've heard 

that voice of old." 
" Hush, hush," the knight of mercy said, " my secret 

keep " but vain — 

" De Eanc^ ! " cried the lowly friend — ^" 'tis thus we 

meet again ! 
It is the murderer of your sire, your loved ones all, 

whom here 
Tou greet with words of tenderness, and welcome 

with a tear. 
Here is my sword, deep in his heart plunge it " — 

But to his breast 
The last De Eance clasped his foe, and murmured, 

" This is best ! " 
With bitter tears Montigny told his sorrow for 

the past. 
And how the memory of his crime o'er life*a gloom 

had cast. 
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How he had thought De Eanc6 fell unconscious of 

his loss — 
Lay buried in far Palestine the soldier of the cross. 
How could he dream the holy man, who to his 

dungeon came 
And broke his chains, bore in the past that unfor- 

gotten name ? 

• •••••• 

The shades of night were closing, the wondering 

crowd had gone, 
But a form before our Lady's shrine lay prostrate 

and alone. 
It was his wont to linger there a parting prayer to say. 
And surely he had need of help at close of such a day. 
A broken sword lay near him — Herman's hate had 

yielded there. 
And the captive's chain at Mary's feet lay twined 

with garlands fair. 
But still the prostrate figure in its white robevigilkept. 
Though through the chestnut branches the breezes 

sighing swept. 
Though the moon and stars above him poured out 

their tender light. 
The watcher by that altar lay heedless of Time's swift 

flight. 

Forgot the strife and warfare of years that slowly sped, 

That day had won life's battle — our Lady's Knight 

was dead ! 

p 
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Shall I be old and weary, 
Waiting, longing to depart, 

When the angel comes and gently 
Stops the beating of my heart ? 

Will the summons come unbidden, 
Shall I plead awhile to stay, 

Will it be alone, at midnight. 
Or in sunny hours of day ? 

Shall I have a voice to whisper 
Love's farewell to those around. 

Or, as I have seen in others, 

Will my white lips give no sound ? 

WiU it be in spring or summer, 
'Mid all earth's resplendent bloom, 

That a hand will come and lead me 
To the shadows of the tomb ? 
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Will it be when pensive autumn 

Whispers sadly of decay 
Death will come ? or will stern winter 

Brush me roughly from his way ? 

Shall I cease, my heart, to question, 

All thy eager longings still. 
When, and where, and how, are written 

In the Book of God's sweet wilL 

If it be a speedy summons. 
It will spare thee dying pains ; 

If thy death be slow and lingering. 
It will gently break life's chains. 

Lay the hour of thy departure 

In the Saviour's loving hands. 
All the fear and human shrinking — 

Grief to part. He understands. 

Have thy lamp still brightly burning. 
And the wedding garment near ; 

Then the Bridegroom's caU at midnight 
Will be music to thy ear. 
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A TBUB BTOBT. 

One new year's mom, not long ago, 
The convent roof was white with snow, 
And like a spotless pall below 
The pathway lay, where to and fro 

All day the children pass. 
The orphans in their places knelt, 
They with the gentle sisters dwelt, 
And each a solemn fervour felt. 
Far harder hearts such scene might melt 

As rang the bell for mass. 

The priest with hurrying feet drew near. 
His path lay through the churchyard drear. 
And, as the mass-beU caught his ear, 
He blessed the convent inmates dear 

Whom now it called to pray. 
The leafless trees sighed overhead, 
Around him lay the quiet dead. 
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He saw no form — yet, as he sped, 
He fancied a swift footstep fled, 
At his approach, away. 

The gate stands wide — a moment more 
He reaches the old convent door — 
'Tis changed, too, since those days of yore — 
And stands where oft he stood before, 

Till out the Portress peeps. 
But at his feet he hears a sound 
That makes his heart with horror bound — 
Lo ! lying on the cold white ground. 
It is an infant he has found, 

A new-born child that weeps ! 

The Portress, answering to the bell. 
Opes wide the door. What need to teU 
How, while her tears in pity fell — 
She loved the little orphans well — 

The outcast babe she takes. 
The wondering sisters gather near, 
Brief is the tale for them to hear. 
Their Mother says, " Poor, helpless dear I 
It is God's gift for the new year. 

He ne'er the weak forsakes." 

An orphan ill, bedridden long. 

Who could not join the prayerful throng, 
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Yet hears the bell and sacred song, 
To her the baby must belong 

While all to church repair. 
So on her pillow, calm, it lies, 
A tiny thing, with sad brown eyes, 
That wakes at times with thrilling cries 
That sure must pierce the distant skies 

And claim the angels' care. 



When Jesus came, a willing guest, 
In sweet communion to each breast. 
Each nun upon her bosom pressed 
Her hands, and tenderly addressed 

The King of love Divine. 
For all in sorrow and distress, 
The poor, the frail, the parentless. 
For one o'er all — who could not guess 
The childless mother's wretchedness 

Who silently must pine. 

And now — upon the foundling's head 

Baptismal waters must be shed. 

So tenderly, from its poor bed 

They lift the child. Young hands are spread 

To bear the burden light. 
The orphans stand in eager rows. 
Each upturned face with rapture glows 
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As clear the cleansing water flows ; 
Each child the sacred meaning knows 
And watches with delight* 

A new-year's gift the stranger came ; 
They never think the deed to blame, 
And nothing know of sin or shame, 
But gather close to hear the name 

Dear Sister Ethel gives. 
" He was our new-year's gift," you know, 
" And lay alone upon the snow ; 
His name the incident should show 
If in this world of care and woe 

The little Christian lives. 

" I call him Angel Snow," she said, 
"Now, angels' wings are round him spread. 
He must in sinless paths be led, 
Nor e'er in evil ways must tread — 

This new-made child of heaven ! " 
What kisses on his brow were pressed. 
What tender words to him addressed, 
No prince, by royal hands caressed 
And folded to a queenly breast. 

Has fonder homage given. 

A kindly matron nursed the child — 
She'd lost her own ; the task beguiled 
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From loneliness ; and when he smiled 
Or crowed, in baby rapture wild, 

She wept for very joy. 
And as the months went rolling by, 
Her heart heaved many a heavy sigh 
To think how swift the day drew nigh 
When empty must the cradle lie. 

And others tend the boy. 

No clue, though many for them sought, 
Of the deserters, time e'er brought. 
At last the story seemed forgot, 
And happy round his humble cot 

The orphan children played. 
It was a pretty sight to see 
That foundling on the sister's knee 
Clutching her beads with infant glee. 
No child so good and wise as he, 

His partial playmates said. 

Another new year past had fled, 

Bright summer flowers their perfumes spread, 

And sunny skies shone overhead ; 

But, fading on his lowly bed 

Lay little Angel Snow, 
The sisters knew that he must die 
And join the angels in the sky ; 
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But tears dropped fast from many an eye 
As, with a plaintive little sigh, 
He left this world of woe. 

'Twas hard to close the coffin lid 
Which face and form so lovely hid, 
And many came — ^farewell to bid — 
Who wept such tears as ne'er are chid 

Above the guileless dead. 
A lily lay upon the breast 
Which ne'er had known life's wild unrest ; 
The brow a mother never blessed 
A wreath of roses lightly pressed ; 

Flowers o'er his shroud were spread. 

The orphans bore the tiny bier, 
The youngest even knew no fear 
But nestled to the white pall near. 
And sang, 'mid many a sob and tear. 

How Jesus loves the pure. 
The slow procession wound its way — 
'Twas noon of a bright summer day — 
Along a shady path that lay 
Where careless footsteps seldom stray, 

And quiet thought is sure. 

With stole and surplice, book in hands, 
The priest who found the infant stands 
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And reads what Holy Church commands. 
The youngest listener understands 

Dear baby needs no prayer. 
His soul's white robe no stain has known, 
He, with the angels round God's throne 
Sings now with clear rejoicing tone 
The canticle they sing — alone, 

Who spotless raiment wear. 



All turned from the fresh mound away 
Praising the Lord in tuneful lay. 
The children thought that all that day 
The birds poured, out new carols gay, 

And brighter were the skies. 
When Sister Ethel — safe in bed 
Now rested every little head — 
Looked out upon the quiet dead 
Just for a moment, swift it fled, 

A strange sight caught her eyes. 



She saw a figure lying low 
Upon the grave where Angel Snow 
That day was laid. Ere she could go. 
The woman fled — ah ! who could know 
The child that rested there ! 
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At mom the sisters sought the mound. 
And traced some footsteps on the ground ; 
The wreath of flowers could not be found — 
Who for such gift could care ! 



God knows ! How sweet to think He knows 
Of every heart the secret woes, 
Sees every tear that hidden flows, 
Accepts each sigh that upward goes 

Eepentant to His throne. 
Few can the world's harsh scorning brave ; 
Perhaps to one weak soul He gave — 
He only wounds that He may save — 
Sweet mercy by that new-made grave. 

The secret is His own ! 
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▲ LEGEND OF THE OBDEB OF ST. DOMINIO. 

Into the monk's poor cell, noonday, 

A Spanish noonday glaring shone. 
But prostrate 'neath the cross he lay, 

Nor heeded how the hours had gone. 
The Guadalquivir wandered by 

The vineyards and sweet myrtle bowers. 
Birds sang in the blue summer sky, 

Or fluttered 'mong the beauteous flowers. 
But, listening to his Master's voice, 

Alvarez lay entranced. Could he 
At e'en earth's gayest sights rejoice 

Who here a glimpse of heaven might see ? 
Hark ! from the convent towers the bell 

Eings out, and he has risen now ; 
Peace in his soul no words may tell. 

And oh, such glory on his brow ! 
'Tis duty calls. With eager feet 

The holy friar wends his way 
To haunts of men ; nor dreads to meet 

The turmoil and the strife of day. 
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Hearts that commune with God in prayer 

Shrink not from labour for His sake ; 
True love would toil and danger share, 

Nor only rest and sweetness take. 
He thought of the dear Saviour's love 

For sinful men, and longed to win 
Souls for that kingdom fair above — 

Souls wandering here in maze of sin. 
He prayed to prove by tireless zeal 

His grateful love — ^when lo, his eyes, 
From which the happy tear-drops steal. 

Behold with sorrowful surprise 
Upon his path, close at his feet, 

A leper feebly craving aid. 
ITo kindly tree gave shelter meet, 

The noonday sun upon him played ; 
Faint, parched, and worn with fierce disease 

A piteous sight the leper lies. 
The traveller, swift, on bended knees. 

Looks in that face with pitying eyes ; 
He thinks of Christ — and, folding fast 

In his own mantle that poor form. 
He seeks the road so lately passed 

In sultry heat. A love more warm 
Than e'er his heart had felt before 

Bums now within his kindly breast. 
He opens wide the convent door, 

And bids the weary suflFerer rest — 



94 'rf^ Friars Guest. 

Best in his ceU, on his own bed, 

All others from that form would shrink. 
His nearest, dearest, from him fled 

While from the fount he brings cool drink. 
"With sparkling water, swift he seeks 

His patient's bedside. Drawing near, 
He marvels that no word he speaks, 

No panting breath falls on his ear ; 
He lifts the mantle from the face. 

And sees another lying there ; 
On hands and feet of wounds the trace, 

And thorns around a brow most fair. 
The Friars saw their father bear 

The loathsome leper to his cell, 
And came his holy task to share — 

For they, too, loved their Master well ; 
But by the empty couch they see 

Alvarez kneel, and hear him say, 
" Lord, who am I that Thou shouldst be 

The guest of my poor house this day ? " 



Before that wondrous vision, e'en 
The Friar Preacher's tender heart 

Had in each suffering mortal seen 
Of his dear Lord a counterpart. 

But henceforth men, with wonder, saw 
That saintly one bend down to greet. 
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With sweetest grace and looks of awe, 

The sinner kneeling at his feet. 
They knew not how his Lord had been 

Within his arms in leper's guise, 
They could not dream that he had seen 

The Lamb that lights the heavenly skies. 
Dear little ones, for whom is told 

This story of the Friar's guest, 
Let not sweet charity grow cold, 

Nor die in any youthful breast. 
The scofi&ng world may say, " No more 

Christ lies upon our waysides now, 
He^ stands not knocking at our door 

With woimded hands and thorn- wreathed brow." 
'Tis true — ^unworthy we to see 

Such marvels as of saints are told ; 
They had more faith, more love than we — 

These simple Christian hearts of old — 
Yet unto all our Lord has said, 

" What shall ye answer when I say, 
' Hungry I was — ye gave no bread ! 

Homeless, ye did not bid Me stay ? ' 
Vainly," He says, " you'll plead, * Oh, when 

Did we refuse aught unto Thee ? * 
What ye did to your fellow-men. 

Even the least — ye did to Me ? " 
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Eenetoal of VLoW. 

Oh, let me breathe to-day aloud 
The vows my heart so oft renews, 

And let me for my own sole love 

My dearest Spouse, my Jesus, choose. 

No other has so patient been 

Through all these years of sin and strife ; 
Thou knowest. Lord, and Thou alone. 

The wants and sorrows of my life. 

AU human love — ^however strong, 

In time some touch of coldness knows ; 

But Thine for me, my best beloved, 
But dearer, deeper, warmer grows. 

The years that bear me towards the grave. 
And leave my youth afar behind ; 

But closer to Thy heart, my own, 
With all its fond aflfections, bind. 



Renewal of Vows. 97 

The solemn hour that made me Thine 
This day with all my soul I bless ; 

And but regret and mourn with tears 
My worthlessness, my waywardness. 

Had I my choice to make again. 

And kingdoms at my bidding lay, 
Lord, Thou knowest I would turn 

To Thee, from all earth's joys away. 

Oh, world, how hollow are thy joys ! 

Oh, human love, how weak, how poor ! 
How blest to be the Spouse of Him 

Whose love through ages must endure ! 

Celestial Spouse ! my soul consume 

With fire from Thine Own Sacred Heart ; 

Accept the vows I fondly breathe. 
Nor let me from Thy love depart. 




G 
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C|)e Ffeitatfon. 

Yes ! haste thee, Mary, while the flowerets bloom, 
Ere on thy path descends the wintry gloom. 
Now cedar-crownfed Hermon bathing lies 
In that gold light that floods the Eastern skies ; 
The hamlets gleam on Thabor s woody side, 
And rippling streams on through the valleys glide 
Before thee summer all her "treasure spreads, 
The ancient trees bend low their hoary heads. 
The softest breezes play around thy brow. 
And all things beautiful before thee bow. 

Then hasten, Mary, over mount and stream ; 
Yet fair to thee can aught terrestrial seem — 
To thee, who bearest in thy stainless breast 
The Lord of Glory ? Hath thy mighty Guest 
So filled thy soul with light and harmony 
That earth holds nothing beautiful for thefe ? 
Is thine own joy, sweet Mother, now replete ? 
"Wouldst thou have earthly tones thy greatness greet ? 
Is Gabriel's Ave, lingering round thee still. 
Not bliss enough one human heart to fill ? 



The Visitation. 99 

Why o'er the mountains ? Can a kindred voice 
Be sweet to thee and make thy soul rejoice ? 
Can human love with God thy bosom share ? 
How canst thou wake from that still depth of prayer 
To speak and listen to His creatures now ? — 
They stained with sin — Immaculate art thou ! 
Myriads of angels on thy steps attend ; 
Unseen they hover nigh, and with thee wend 
O'er Juda's mountains and its deserts wide, 
By rocky paths where fierce Arabians hide. 

Ah ! yes, sweet Mother ! thoii wouldst do His will, 

Begin thy mission. His dear wish fulfil. 

The Baptist waits thee ; he will soon rejoice 

At the soft music of thy sacred voice. 

The aged Mother would proclaim thy praise, 

And on the Virgin of all virgins gaze. 

Then haste thee, Mary ! wake thy praiseful song ; 

Angels yet closer on thy pathway throng ; 

Thy glad Magnificat to Heaven outpour. 

Let echo bear it to earth's farthest shore ; 

For countless voices through all time shall sing 

The Mother's praise to the Eternal King. 
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C6e Eittle ®ijBiter* 

We entered the ward where the aged were« waiting 
The Angel to call them from life's troubled shore. 

Grey heads on the pillows, dim eyes looking upward. 
And hands meekly folded, to labour no more. 

We had left on that threshold the din of the city. 
Its pleasures and pastimes, its sorrows and strife ; 

And hushing our voices, looked down on the faces 
So childlike and calm in the evening of life. 

Ah ! where were the hopes that had brightened 
life's morning. 
The friendship, the joy that each bosom had 
known? 
They had toiled, they had struggled, and age found 
them lying 
Poor paupers, uncared for, unloved, and alone. 

" Uncared for ? — Ah, no ! See the form that is bending 
Above that poor couch," said a voice in my eai ; 

And there was a vision of beauty so radiant 

That we thought for a moment an Angel stood 
near. 



The Little Sister. loi 

An angel of pity ? No, 'twas but a woman 

In coarse sable garments, who whispered a prayer ; 

Scarce once in a lifetime 'tis given to gaze on 
A face half so lovely as that bending there. 

The fresh flush of youth yet untouched was upon it, 
And in the blue eye shone that beautiful light 

That comes from a heart where the anguish of passion 
Has never found entrance to poison and blight. 

She seemed all unconscious that strangers were 
watching. 
And still kept her post by the pillow where lay 
An old man, whose wan face and slow laboured 
breathing 
Proclaimed that his life-tide was ebbing away. 

His eyes looked in hers with that glance so appealing. 
That message unspoken, that harbingers death ; 

She smiled, ah! so sweetly, and moistened the pale lips 
Through which feebly issued the fast-failing 
breath. 



We knelt by her side, for the spirit was passing, 
And echoed the prayer which she breathed in 
his ear, 

And saw her fair hand in that wasted one lying, 
The last human touch that told pity was near. 



I02 The Little Sister. 

The wife and the mother, the children that loved 
him, 
The friends of his youth, not more tender had 
been 
Than the beautiful maiden who closed down his 
dim eyes. 
And blessed with her presence that last solemn 
scene. 

We wept for the stranger whose journey was over. 
But she with calm eyes crossed his hands on his 
breast, 
And said, with her bright smile, " Why weep ? he 
is happy ! 
Is Heaven not the home where the weary find 
rest ? " 

And she ! — " Little Sister " the poor love to call her. 
The angel of pity, the gifted, the fair — 

Still moves through the wards, and, with looks of 
compassion, 
Bends low o'er the dying to whisper a prayer. 

We meet her at times in the throng of the city, 
And 'neath the old hood see the beautiful face 

That pleads, ne'er in vain, for the aged and needy, 
And thanks for an alms with such sweet win- 
ning grace ! 



f 
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Ci)e Ji^un'jei Betoarti« 



A LEGEND. 



A Nun, — the legend simply says, 

Nor tells her age or name ; 
They cared not, in those olden days, 

As we, for earthly fame, — 
Once in her humble cell outpoured 

Unto the Lord her prayer, 
And as she pleaded and adored 

He stood before her there ; — 
Stood as in Nazareth's retreat 

He grew in beauty fair, 
As oft He knelt at Mary's feet 

And lisped to God His prayer ; 
As Joseph saw Him day by day, 

A child of winning grace. 
So, the old convent legend says, 

The Nun beheld His Face. 
What could earth be to one whose eyes 

Had looked that Face upon ? 
What sun, or moon, or golden skies, 

When He who made had gone ? 
As tranced she gazed, upon her ear — 

With harsh sound then it fell — 



I04 The Nun's Reward. 

Pealed tones beloved through many a year, 

The Sisters' Vesper-belL 
One moment lowly at His feet 

The Spouse submissive bent, 
And whispered, " Thou Vision sweet ! 

I go, yet am content 
To do Thy will apart from Thee. 

'Twere sweeter to remain. 
But now obedience calls on me 

To join the Vesper strain," 



A tender pathos in her voice 

To love and praise that stirred, 
A sound that seemed to say " Bejoice ! " 

That hour the Sisters heard. 
Oft had they heard her chant the psalm 

In reverent tone, but ne'er 
Had music brought their souls such balm 

As listening to that prayer. 
The last low tones had died away. 

Each Sister sought her cell, 
One with a yearning none may say 

But those who love as weU. 
He had been there ; His presence mild 

Had sanctified that spot ; 
Her soul's Beloved, pure Mary's Child, 

That lowly place had sought. 
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There she would kneel and ponder o'er 

That happy vision — there 
In spirit at His feet once more 

Pour out her grateful prayer. 
She entered, and. in breathless awe 

Beheld — Oh, blessed sight ! — 
Not the fair Child so late she saw, 

But, 'mid a flood of light, 
Jesus, to lovely manhood grown, 

Beauteous beyond compare, 
Stood where she came to breathe alone 

Her vows and burning prayer. 
" See ! I have waited here," He said. 

As at His Feet she fell, 
" For hadst thou tarried, I had fled. 

When chimed the Vesper-belL 
Within thy soul by grace I grew 

As now to thee I seem ; 
Be ever to obedience true, 

Nor light its wishes deem. 
Through all My painful earthly years. 

And on earth's altars still, 
I, Buler of the mighty spheres, 

Obey My Father's wilL" 

Slowly the vision passed away. 
But, tranced, the nun knelt on, 

Till night had melted into day 
And bright the morning shone. 



io6 Mentor are to Saint Jpseph. 

Not long in exile was she left 

To whom such grace was given ; 
That vision earth of joy bereft, 

Henceforth she lived in Heaven. 
When human praise could reach no more 

Her ear, the tale was told ; 
Tradition adds — " In days of yore 

Christ's words were writ in gold." 



$90emorare to @)atnt 3[0]Bfep|)« 

Eemember, dear St. Joseph, 'twas never heard that 

thou 
The suppliant from thy feet didst spurn ; then to 

a sinner now 
Canst thou refuse a father's care, asked in thy 

Child's dear Name ? 
Oh, no! thou canst not ; so I come with loving trust 

to claim 
Thine aid in life, and more in death's dread hour, 

for me and mine. 
Eemember, Guardian of my God, that blessed death 

of thine, 
And by its sweetness deign to hear my prayer and 

for me plead ; 
Jesus and Mary will bestow if thou wilt intercede. 
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I. 

" He must not die, my beautiful, 

My first-bom, only one," 
The mother cried, nor heard a voice 

That said, " Thy will be done ! " 
" Of stainless name, of royal race. 

With wealth untold — ah ! why," 
Still wailed the mother, " should my son, 

My pride, my darling die ? " 

The lovely hands were wildly clasped, 

And bowed the haughty head, 
But still the feeble cry of pain 

Came from the downy bed, 
Where, wrapt in luxury, reclined 

The babe, on whose wan face 
Even the shrinking eye of love 

Death's finger well could trace. 

Attendants stood all helpless by, 
Wealth spread its treasures there. 

Perfumes the costliest, sweetest^ flung 
Their incense on the air ; 



io8 Two Prayers. 

But through the chamber ceaseless rang 

The mother's frenzied cry 
Above the little sufferer's moan, 

" My darling must not die ! " 

" Must not ! " The Angels shuddering heard 
And spread their wings to bear 

« 

The sinless child, so madly loved, 
Away from love's deep snare. 

Yet reached that rash, unholy prayer 
The home of peace and rest, 

And Angels wept as that fair babe 
Slept on its mother's breast. 

No fear, no doubt, a moment crossed 

That mother's soul, her eye 
Saw not the crown she thrust aside, 

She heard no pitying sigh. 
For her, 'twas bliss enough to feel 

Upon her cheek his breath, 
To know the peril had gone by, 

And love had conquered death. 

IL 

Within a low and wretched room, 
'Mid haunts of sin and strife, 

A woman's form at midnight bent 
Above a fading life. 
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The hearth was cold, no ruddy glare 

Its genial brightn;88 shed, 
A flickering taper only burned 

Beside the lowly bed. 
And there, the death sign on his brow, 

The widow's darling lay, 
In poverty and pain, and moaned 

His feeble life away. 
" God ! " she cried in quivering tones, 

" He is my only one. 
Dearer than life, yet I can say, 

'Father, Thy will be done ! ' " 
Oh, did she hear the sounding lyres, 

The gush of rapturous song ? 
Saw she the Angels to her side 

In troops rejoicing throng ? 
No ; but one little gasping sigh 

Could reach her straining ears ; 
She could but see her child's dead face 

Through floods of blinding tears. 
" Farewell ! farewell ! " the mother cried. 

Kissing his lips and brow ; 
" Welcome the Blessed Will of God, 

Thou art His Angel now." 



Years stand not still for sorrow. 
Nor wait for joy to last ; 



I lo Two Prayers. 

What we call present with one breath 
The next we name the past. 

Within the same great city. 
Linked by a mystic chain. 

Yet wide apart, two women lay 
In deathly strife and pain. 

One in a stately chamber, 

White hands, where jewels shone, 
Wrung in her frenzied anguish ; 

Her face was wild and wan. 
Her eye was glazed and tearless, 

No gentle drops might flow : 
That chamber and that lady, 

I saw them long ago. 

But where the bdbe belovfed, 

The blue-eyed boy her cry 
Won back from Death's dark portals, 

She said he must not die ! 
" Wouldst," now she wildly murmurs, 

" That thou hadst perished then 
Within my arms — not on the block, 

Shunned by thy fellow-men ! 

" Then thou wert fair and sinless. 
Thy smiles were all for me ; 

And yet thy voice was spared to curse 
The love that ruined thee ! 



Two Prayers. iii 

Blood on thy hands — Oh, anguish ! 

Impenitent and dead ; 
And I " . . . The voice is silent, 

The questioning spirit fled. 



On a pauper's couch lay dying 

Another woman's form, 
She there so meekly lying 

Had passed through many a storm ; 
Age had not made her hoary. 

Yet worn and lone she lay. 
Why tell the widow's story ? 

We hear it every day. 
Long days of toil and sorrow, 

Nights spent in tears and prayer, 
No hopes of a bright morrow 

To help the heart to bear. 



But listen ! 'tis the mother 

Who gave her child to God, 
Who strove her grief to smother 

And kissed the chastening rod. 
" Thank God," the lips are saying, 

" That thou art gone before, 
My darling, and not staying 

Behind on life's bleak shore. 



112 The Daughter of Saint Francis. 

In sleep I've often seen thee 
With wings and shining brow ; 

I feel that thou art near me — 
Come for thy mother now." 



An Angel by her kneeling 

Whispers the crown is won ; 
Death's tear is slowly stealing, 

Life's numbered sands are run. 
" Soar upward with me, mother ; 

God gives this sweet reward. 
Thy Angel Child, no other. 

Conducts thee to the Lord." 



%^z 2Daugf)ter of ®aint JFranciief* 

Amid a group of children the gentle Sister stands, 

Her eyes to Mary's image raised, her beads clasped 
in her hands ; 

She breathes the Angels' Ave, and a childish chorus 
swells 

Sweet answer to the Angelus pealed out from con- 
vent-bells. 
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White is the brow and placid the snowy bandeau 

binds, 
And her face of sweet Madonna or Virgin Saint 

reminds ; 
Not for surpassing beauty, but for that nameless grace 
That in God's well-beloved ones, the pure of heart, 

we trace. 

The rough cord of St. Francis, the cross and spousal 

ring. 
Before our eyes St. Clara, Assisi's flower, would bring. 
But griUe nor stem enclosure sweet Sister Mildred 

bind. 
Her feet through haunts of misery go forth the 

poor to find. 

Young children gather round her, the aged bless her 

name. 
And the poor, the sad, the weary, spread far her 

kindly fame ; 
The glazing eye grows brighter as o'er the dying 

one 
Bends low in calm devotion the dear Franciscan 

Nun. 

Loved daughter of St. Francis, Spouse of the hidden 

God! 
Walk bravely on the thorny way your Father's Feet 

have trod ; 

H 
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Amid the world unworldly, your modest path pur- 
sue! 

Child of prayer, toil, and penance ! be to yonr^calling 
true. 

Afar may dwell the loved ones whose presence gave 

delight. 
But the loved for God forsaken iq heaven shall glad 

your sight ; 
And each dear soul to Jesus your prayer or toil has 

led 
Shall be your crown for ever when life's fleeting day 

has fled. 

Faint not though drear the journey, nor languish 
yet for rest ; 

Soon, soon your hands shall idly lie upon your life- 
less breast. 

Soon, soon His Voice shall summon from earthly toil 
away. 

And like a dream shall seem to you life's longest 
dreariest day. 
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When dawns for me the solemn day 

Whose close I shall not see, 
Or gathers round that silent night 

That has no morn for me, 
Lest those who love, and round me watch 

To wipe my clammy brow, 
Would hear me speak, and power should fail, 

I breathe my wishes now. 

I would in peace with all depart, 

And humble pardon crave 
For all my faults, and go forgiven 

Down to the peaceful grave. 
I would my loved ones kiss and bless. 

Then look on them no more, 
But turn my eyes away from earth 

To heaven's approaching shore. 

I would yet bow to God's sweet will. 

That, ere my heart grows cold. 
Within my breast my Lord, my Judge, . 

I may adoring hold. 



1 1 6 Wishes. 

I would have Mary's image meet 

My failing sight, and be 
A pledge that in that awful hour 

She intercedes for me. 

I would hear dear Saint Joseph's name. 

And breathe it while I may ; 
I would that when I speechless lie 

Some kind one for me say : 
" gentle Saint, remember how 

She trusted in thy power. 
Placed in thy hands since childhood's years 

The issue of this hour." 

I would — ^But no, my dearest Lord ; 

I would have but Thy wilL 
Heed not the wishes I have breathed. 

Let me Thy wish fulfil. 
Alone or with kind watchers by. 

Praying or with no sign. 
Save that I go to Thee, my God, 

All else I now resign* 






1 
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Ci)e Dead Bun« 

Yes ! let her one last vigil keep 

Before her Master's throne to-night ; 
Lay her in death's undreaming sleep 

Beneath the altar's sacred light. 
The heart that lies so still and cold 

Beat warmly here in days gone by, 
The voice now hushed its rapture told 

And^ tears streamed from the sightless eye . 
Ah ! here she breathed those sacred vows 

Now clasped within the lifeless hands, 
Here took Christ for her only Spouse, 

Here burst all tender human bands. 
Meet, then, that ere the sombre tomb 

Should hide her form from every eye. 
Before the world in youthful bloom. 

Though dead, the Spouse of Heaven should lie. 
Gaze on the face so calm and fair, 

The virgin brow entwined with flowers ; 
Is there a look of anguish there ? 

Of vain regret for vanished hours ? " 
No ! "Welcome was the Angel's voice 

That called so soon from life away. 
She at death's portals could rejoice. 

Nor plead its message to delay. 



1 18 To our Seraphic Father St Francis. 

Then leave her one more watch of love 

Alone with Him, 'twill soon be o'er. 
Her soul shall worship God above. 

But here she'll fill love's post no more. 
The Bride before the Bridegroom lies 

In death's pale beauty. Leave her there 
Alone with His and Angels' eyes, 

Nor seek that sacred sight to share. 



Co our ®erap|)ic iFatfter ©t jFrancwf. 

Hail, Seraphic Father Francis ! 

Christ's belovfed servant, hail ! 
Never was thy tender pity 

Known the suppliant heart to fail 

All confiding call upon thee. 
Shall thy children only fear ? 

Does the tender name of Father 
Fall not sweetly on thine ear ? 

We are toiling in thy footsteps. 
Faint and far behind, we own ; 

All the terrors of our journey. 

All our wants thy heart has known. 



To our Seraphic Father St Francis. 1 1 9 

Look on us with kind compassion, 

Guide us onward through earth's night. 

Saintly Francis, lead thy children 
To the land of cloudless light. 

All we ask, belovfed Father, 
Thou from Jesus canst obtain ; 

Love like thine, undying, ardent. 
Can we plead for this in vain ? 

Love for Jesus, love for Mary, 

Love for poverty, thy bride, 
Tender love, too, for each other, 

Can we wish for aught beside ? 

Give to us a father's blessing. 

Bless our loved ones left for thee ; 

All our cares, our toils, our sorrows, 
Lighter for thy love wiU be. 

Hail, Seraphic Father Francis ! 

When the final hour of strife 
Dawns upon us, weak and fearing, 

Win for us the crown of life. 

Let not one who calls thee Father, 
Here before this lowly shrine, 

Fail to find a father's welcome 
In that loving heart of thine. 
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Twin Saints, Loyola's youthful sons, 

What channs your name entwine ! 
What countless bands have followed you 

In paths of love divine ! 
Pure heroes ! lights of Christian youth I 

Brief time the earth ye trod, 
Short-lived, yet bearing golden sheaves 

Ye hastened home to God. 

Beloved Saint Aloysius ! thee , 

With downcast glance we see, 
Brave youth, who, spite of threats and tears, 

To calm retreat wouldst flee — 
Meet pattern for the soul that hears 

Heaven's softly whispered call ; 
Thou who haat caBt away a crown ' 

Mayst teach to part with all. 

And thou with joyous upturned face, 

Dear Stanislaus ! art seen, 
The Infant Lord upon thy breast. 

And near to Heaven's fair Queen ; 



Invocation to Dear Saint Joseph. 121 

For children pure a model thou, 

Yet sinners poor may claim 
Thy prayers : in life and death be near 

To one who bears thy name. 



3fnftocation to Dear ©aint Sfoieiepf)* 

Protector of Jesus, Saint Joseph most dear ! 
"Who calls iihee a father no danger need fear ; 
For Heaven to thy keeping its precious ones gave. 
And God on thy bosom protection could crave. 

gentle Saint Joseph ! be near to sustain 
My weak fainting soul in its trials and pain ; 
In death's final struggle my advocate be, 
Bring Jesus and Mary to aid and bless me. 

dearest Saint Joseph ! when speechless I lie. 
Bear up to my Saviour my soul's wordless cry ; 
Ask Mary, my Mother, to plead with her Son ; 
Oh, leave not my side till the combat is won. 

Protector of Jesus, Saint Joseph most dear ! 
Who calls thee a father no danger need fear ; 
A home to my Jesus thy bosom once gave. 
So now in its refuge a dwelling I crave. 
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MISCELLANEO US. 



Oh ! tell me what to wish to-day, 
What prayer in angel hands to lay, 

And wish and prayer are thine ;- 
For, as the years go gliding past, 
Each draws thee nearer than the last 

To this fond heart of mine. 

If I could shield thee from all ill. 
For thee life's trying tasks fulfil, 

Beloved, thou shouldst rest. 
Without a care upon thy brow, 
Still young and full of hope as now, 

By not a grief oppressed. 

But God in His own hands would keep 
Man's destiny, and true and deep 

His love for thee and me. 
So, dearest, I may well confide 
Thy happiness, and all beside, 

To Him who gave me thee. 



A Sisters Birthday Wish. 123 

As died the midnight chimes away 
And rose o'er earth thy natal day, 

To Heaven I breathed thy name, 
To every angel passing by, 
Who bear each word and deed on high, 

I whispered low the same. 

And all day long, as to and fro 
'Mid daily toils of life I go, 

My thoughts are o'er the sea. 
I seem to clasp thy loving hand 
And proudly gazing on thee stand : 

God ! keep that joy for me. 

Afar or near, pensive or gay. 

Though friends surround thy board to-day, 

I know there is one spot 
Deep in thy heart that's mine alone — 
Thy sister's place, affection's throne. 

Where strangers enter not. 

God bless thee, dearest, day by day. 
Shower joys and graces on thy way. 

Keep thee from harm apart. 
And send thee friends to love and pray, 
In years to come, as I to-day 

Pour out for thee my heart. 

25^^ I^brvoLry z88o. 
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Child, stir the dying embers, 
Till spreads the ruddy glare ; 

Then kneel where I can see you — 
With the firelight on your hair. 

The day without is dying. 
My life-sands now are few, 

And there is one last service 
For your dear hands to do. 

Open that silver casket, 

Spread out the treasures there — 
Old letters, flowers, fond trifles. 

Preserved with foolish care. 

Now, with death's shadow o'er me. 
Earth's vain regrets depart ; 

And nought of pain or anger 
Stirs in my feeble heart. 

The golden locks of childhood 
Fling first into the flame ; 

Soon I shall meet those loved ones. 
And find them still the same. 



The Last Good-Night. 12 

My mother's hair and letters — 
Kiss them, that love lives yet ; 

Earth's one unstained affection 
That leaves no sad regret. 

Stay — spare the rose she gave me 

One summer long ago, 
And place it on my bosom 

Before you lay me low. 

Then, bound with faded ribbon, 

A little packet lies — 
Words from true hearts that loved me 

And wait beyond the skies. 

Are these destroyed ? No, darling ? 

Wait till they disappear. 
Then take those old worn letters, 

Nay — do not bring them near : 

I know each word there written — : 

The pain is past they gave ; 
I thought the hand that traced them 

Would soothe me to the grave. 

Quicken the dying embers, 

Leave not of one a trace ; 
I grudge not now the sorrow 

That led my soul to grace. 



126 The Last Good-Night. 

Child, in this solemn moment. 
When death is hovering near, 

Oh, let me speak one warning — 
And yet, 'tis vain, I fear. 

I would not have thee selfish, 

But give not all away ; 
Build not thy young life's promise 

On what may soon decay. 

For few till death are faithful — 
Thanks, dearest, for that kiss ! 

May such sweet lips embrace you 
In such an hour as this ! 

The dead seem all around me. 

Only your pitying face. 
In the deep shades of evening. 

Beside my couch I trace. 

Speak only now of Heaven, 

The past is laid away ; 
Its loves, its joys, its sorrows 

Look like a dream to-day. 

Enough, your tears are falling — 
Whence comes this wondrous light ? 

Pray for me — my belovfed. 
Is this our last good-night ? 
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3[n ipemotiam. 

OHIBSLHUBST, I2TH JULT, 1879. 

Bear the young Hero to his rest 
With martial pomp and strain ; 

For England's colours on his breast 
Are laid — no trophy vain. 

Let minute gun and passing beU 
With sounds of weeping blend, 

And love's fond prayer and organ's swell, 
For him, to Heaven ascend. 

Let Royal Hands their tribute lay 

Upon his early tomb. 
And nations for him mourn to-day. 

Who perished in his bloom. 

No widow's moans, no orphan's sighs 
His deathless fame have bought ; 

No shadow on his memory lies. 
On his fair name no blot. 

Pure as the lily on his bier 

Has been his gentle life. 
For him is shed but sorrow's tear — 

He wrought no cruel strife. 



128 In Memoriam. 



Then bear the noble son of France — 

The idolised, the brave. 
With muffled drum and drooping lance. 

On to a soldier's grave. 

Yes ; bear the widow's son away ; 

No hand shall stop his bier, 
No potent voice awake to-day 

The dead who slumbers here. 

'Tis to the mother Jesus says, 

" stricken one, arise ! 
Brief seem to thee thy son's full days, 

lift up thy streaming eyes. 

" What canst thou give that he has not ? 

Thy dear, thy only son ; 
Is Paradise too dearly bought. 

Its crown too early won ? " 

Peal out, sad bells, farewell, farewell, 

To hope, to joy, to pride, 
The noble priace, beloved so well, 

Bests at his father's side. 

By mount, by stream, across the sea 

The wail of grief has sped ; 
Ten thousand bend to earth the knee, 

And cry, " God, rest the dead ! " 
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Co a Dear Little jFrienD* 

Because thou art so dear 

I, for thee, pray 
From out my full fond heart 

To God each day. 



Because thou yet art pure — 
Heaven loveth such ; 

I ask that no dark stain 
Thy soul may touch. 

Because the world is fair, 

And thou art weak, 
Child of my heart, God's grace 

I bid thee seek. 

Because so many hold 
Thy young life dear, 

I ask that Heaven may bless 
This opening year. 

Because thou art so loved, 

I whisper thee, 
Give back true love for love — 

Pray thou for me. 



( I30 ) 



C&e Cf)oice of tiie iSiontn. 

Two rosebuds on one parent stem 
Within a sheltered garden grew ; 

The same bright sunshine on them fell, 
The same soft breezes round them blew. 

Yet these twin roses lived apart, 

A dream-life each from each concealed ; 

As human hearts together bound 
Oft keep their yearnings unrevealed. 

Their leaves unfolded hour by hour, 
They grew in loveliness by day ; 

One sighing for the world's gay scenes, 
One craving in retreat to stay. 

One mom the angel of the 'flowers 

Paused, these twin blossoms to admire, 

And bade each rose-heart freely breathe 
The burden of its fond desire. 

A voice that stirred the dreaming leaves — 
So eager, passionate its cry- 

Arose, " angel," was its strain, 
" Let me on beauty's bosom lie. 



The Choice of Roses, 131 

" Though brief at best my reign may be, 

Some lofty station let me fill — 
I would not die unnoticed here ! " 

The waving boughs around grew still 

As the angel turned, in grief, away 

To list another pleading voice 
That rose, in sweet appealing tone. 

And said, " angel, 'tis my choice 

" To bloom and fade contented here. 
Or soothe some lowly suffering heart ; 

Beauty and perfume to the rose 

Heaven gives that it may joy impart ! " 

The angel dropped what seemed a tear 

Upon the modest rosebud's breast. 
But 'twas a dew-drop, like a gem, 

That marked the flower by Heaven caressed. 

A courtly throng, one summer eve — 
June roses then were in their pride — 

Eoamed through these bowers. A knight was there 
Who sought an offering for his bride. 

Eich jewels sparkled on her brow, 
But on her bosom gleamed no stone ; 

She said that on her bridal mom 
A rose should nestle there alone. 



132 The Choice of Roses. 

The knight and maiden stood beside 
The rosQ-bush ; she, with smiling face, 

He, eager for the fairest flower 

That could a bride so peerless grace. 

Her gentle fingers* playful touch 

Caressed the lovely shrinking flower, 

But he espied its radiant mate. 

And named it Beauty of the Bower. 

He placed it on his lady's breast, 
She saw no thorn around it twined, 

The bridal bells rang out their peal. 
The rose had gone its fate to find. 

The gay procession moved along, 

Its music lingering round the flowers ; 

When lo, a weary woman came — 
A stranger in those happy bowers. 

She stood where late the bride had stood, 
Perchance as lovely once was she ; 

But poverty and care had traced 
The lines that pity weeps to see. 

Her glance fell on the lonely rose 

That sought in vain its bloom to hide. 

For it was beautiful and sweet 
As that which decked the noble bride. 



The Choice of Roses. 133 

She paused a moment ere she plucked 
From parent stem the last fair child, 

And whispered, " Come, delight the eyes 
That on your opening blossoms smiled. 

" I may not give my dying boy 

The treasures other mothers fling, 
Careless around ; but this bright flower 

Joy to his fading life must bring." 

The mother saw the clear dew-drop 

That still in the pink chalice lay, 
Nor knew she bore an angel's tear 

To her sad dwelling-place that day. 

The pale cheek of the dying one 

Flushed as the precious gift he caught. 
The rose its richest perfumes poured, 

For it had found the home it sought. 
....... 

Not long the bells had ceased to chime 

Ere learned the bride how vain her trust ; 
And the rose-^the thorn remained behind — 

With hope lay trampled in the dust. 

• ••*••• 

The mother by a coffin stood 

Where smiling lay her life's sole joy, 

And strewed rose-leaves, bedewed with tears, 
On the cold bosom of her boy. 
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INCIDENT OF THE niANOO-OESMAN WAB, 187a 

Last night, when the wards were crowded, they 

bore with tender care 
One from the battle-field to die, who fain had 

perished there. 
At mom his banner waved aloft, thousands rode in 

his train ; 
At snnset he lay dying — the chief amid his slain. 

One long sad glance he cast around, our tears his 

doom had told — 
The young brave heart within the grave would 

soon be still and cold. 
" Your care is vain," he whispered, " but guide my 

hand to write 
A word to one who thinks of me with anxious love 

to-night." 

We deemed him dead — a moment, so white, so still 

he lay ; 
And then he murmured faintly, " For me they long 

and pray. 
My wife so fair, so faithful, my little angel child — 
* Good-night,' " he strove to trace the words, then 

paused, and sadly smiled. 



A Message. 135 

" In a chateau by the bright Moselle, my loved 

ones pray and wait, 
But my charger never more shall prance before the 

well-known gate. 
Tell her," he cried, " no coward's name she bears — 

my wife's true heart 
Will glory 'mid its wUdest grief— I did a soldier's 

part. 

" A token from my bosom take — ^her dear hands 

hung it there. 
And kiss my dove-eyed babe for me — 'twill miss a 

father's care; 
Lay me beside the brave I led, our cause, our fate 

the same — 
To die for France, to keep her free, was all we 

asked of fame." 

His lips still moved, perhaps in prayer, we listened 

— all in vain. 
Grasping his broken sword he died. We laid him 

with the slain. 
A braided tress of raven hair, with threads of 

shining gold. 
Wrapt in a faintly-traced " Good-Night," its loving 

message told. 
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The bridegroom leads her, weeping, 

Where the prancing steeds await, 
And parents, Mends, and bridesmaids 

Go with her to the gate ; 
In all her pure young beauty 

The only child departs ; 
A bride beloved and noble. 

The joy of many hearts. 

His arm supports her proudly. 

And tender words he speaks ; 
But in the hour of parting 

Her mother's arm she seeks ; 
Her father's faltering blessing, 

Her kindred's prayers and tears, 
Tell of true hearts that loved her 

Through all the bygone years. 

A voice within her questions — 
Will this new love, that breaks 

The ties till now that bound her, 
Give more than she forsakes ? 

No warning tone detains her. 
He bears her far away, 
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And vows to prize the treasure 
Her hand bestowed that day. 

The evening shades close round them, 

Stars gem the summer skies, 
And love, confiding, tender. 

Shines in the bride's sweet eyes. 
In sickness, health, joy, sorrow. 

Her heart will faithful be. 
And his ? — Heaven hide the future. 

Lest those who love her see. 

See — ^in her stately chamber. 

Ere two brief years have fled. 
The child so fondly nurtured. 

The young wife — cold and dead ! 
Dead ! with a look of sorrow 

Upon her beauteous face, 
And lines of care and anguish 

For pitying eyes to trace. 

He meant not to be cruel. 

But ah ! 'twas hard to bear 
That cold neglect. " Forgive him ! " 

Was her last murmured prayer, 
To those who, weeping round her, 

They wept once by the gate ; 
Bewailed in speechless sorrow 

Their darling's cruel fate. 
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IPrimroiBfeiBf* 

A MOSSY bank beside the Tweed, 

The hawthorn boughs with blossoms white, 
The mavis singing on its nest, 

Before my vision rise to-night. 

The fresh green grass beneath my feet, 
The lime trees rustling overhead. 

The sunshine on the Eildon hills, 

Are mine, as in the spring-times fled. 

The lonely chamber where I sit 
Has vanished, as a dream, away. 

Before a bunch of early flowers 
A child placed in my hand to-day. 

The early primrose, precious gift 1 
I prize it more than all the flowers 

That deck the parterres of the rich. 

And bloom 'neath brighter skies than ours. 

For its faint perfume leads me back — 
Eegardless of the years between — 

To childhood's haunts and childhood's friends, 
And many a well-remembered scene. 



Lines on the Death of E . 139 

That tender primrose guides me back 
To woods and vales my young feet trod ; 

Far from the strife that frets me now, 
It seems to bring me near to God. 

A little child I kneel beside 

My mother s knee, without a care. 

And fearless raise my eyes to Heaven, 
Sure of an answer to my prayer. 

sweet wild flowers, when still and cold 
The heart that wildly throbs to-night. 

In memory of those days gone by. 

Bloom on my grave in beauty bright ; 

No stone, no urn need mark the spot, 

The daisy and the primrose fair 
Will tell enough, to those who love, 

Of her who lies so tranquil there. 



iLinetf on tlje Deatf) of € • 

I9TH JULY 1875. 

When summer flowers were blooming bright. 
And cloudless skies above were spread. 

Death crossed our porch, and from our sight 
Our first-born winsome darling led. 
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At his chill touch the laughing eyes 
Closed down, and her soft baby hands 

Fell listless. But, beyond the skies. 
We know our sweet child-angel stands. 

And when our other children speak 
Of her they never saw, yet love, 

Not in the grave the lost they seek, 
But in the beauteous land above. 

So when we see her vacant place 

Through tears that still unbidden fall. 

We look aloft for that sweet face. 

Hid with such anguish 'neath the pall. 

God, forgive our human tears. 

Be blessed that, standing near Thy Throne, 
Apart from sinful strife and fears, 

One is, whom we may call our own. 



after tfje ^Battle* 

INOmEirr of the FBANOO-aEBMAN WAR, 1870. 

"TwAS to a wayside chapel they bore the wounded 

band, 
Brave men who but an hour before fought hard for 

" Fatherland." 
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ITow they were faint and bleeding, down-hearted 

and oppressed, 
And life was ebbing swiftly out from many a 

gallant breast 

Night shades were falling round them, one lamp its 

radiance shed. 
And stars in through the windows shone on many 

a drooping head ; 
And where the sacred song arose from happy hearts 

on high. 
Was heard the soldier's dying prayer, his spirit's 

parting sigh. 

There many a " mother's darling " lay racked with 

cruel pain. 
Thinking of those beloved ones he ne'er should see 

again. 
Some thought of peaceful dwellings where those 

same stars would shine — 
Amid the pleasant vineyards beside the lovely Rhine. 

One — still I seem to see him, in mortal anguish lie. 
The death-dew on his youthful brow, its film on 

his dark eye ; 
A Sister bent above him and whispered, soft and low, 
The prayer a mother taught him in his cradle long 

ago. 
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Those who stood round were weeping — cheeks long 

unused to tears 
Were wet, and men were praying who had not 

prayed for years. 
Brave comrades crowded round him for one last 

wistful glance. 
'Twas o'er — the heart lay pulseless that beat and 

bled for France. 

Ye who in tranquil dwellings of scenes so awful read, 
Eaise up your hearts to Heaven, for those who 

perish, plead ; 
Lift up your voices weeping, invoke the God of peace, 
Nor till the sword rests in its sheath your supplica- 
tion cease. 



^otl)er anH Cf)Uti. 

We crowned the infant's brow with flowers. 

Sweet buds, and in her hand 
Laid a white lily, such as they 

Bear who near Jesus stand. 
These were meet emblems of the life 

Scarce opened ere it closed ; 
Pure, beautiful, short-lived, like her 

Who there in death reposed. 



Mother and Child. 143 

Upon the youthful mother s head 

Eoses, full blown, we placed. 
Ah me ! that brow a regal crown 

For loveliness had graced. 
In her clasped hands, amid the flowers. 

We twined the golden wheat. 
True symbol of the beauteous life 

Laid at her Saviour's feet. 

Few were the years she trod the earth, 

Yet, when God's message came. 
Swift, in the hour of human bliss, 

She answered to her name : 
And left the hearts that loved her well. 

And the little new-bom child ; 
Nor murmured at the sudden call. 

But e'en, in dying, smiled. 

The Angel led to heaven's gate 

The mother young and fair. 
Then turned to claim the sleeping babe 

Ere yet it missed her care. 
And who shall comfort him who mourns 

The blossom and the flower ? 
But God, who binds the broken heart. 

Upholds in such an hour. 

Above the mother and the child, 
Like sculptured forms they lay, 



144 Friendship's Wreath. 

Eyes wept but little used to tears, 

None turned unmoved away. 
But they who looked through faith's clear eyes. 

Saw, past the mist of tears. 
Two souls safe in the Arms of God — 

Safe for eternal years. 



Could Friendship fail its simple wreath 

Upon thy tomb to lay, 
Though all forgot, could I forget 

This anniversary day ? 

No. Eolling seasons o'er thy grave 
Pass, and each leaves its trace ; 

Yet in my heart ^d at my side 
There is thy vacant place. 

No kinder heart e'er beat than thine, 
No brighter smile could cheer. 

With ready sympathy for all — 
What wonder, thou wert dear ? 

Long-suffering, patient, joyous one, 

'Twere selfish to repine, 
That I have lost so much in thee. 

When all the gain is thine. 

30<A Januai-y 1875. 
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Ltne0 to a C^otter 

ON HER ONLY DAUGHTER RECEIVING THE RELIGIOUS HABIT. 

Eejoice, thou favoured mother, 
Though sad this day appears ; 

Yet shall be reaped in gladness 
What now is sown in tears. 

That maiden at the altar. 

In youthful bloom and grace, 

Holds in the hearts of many 
A tender honoured place. 

Earth has not left a shadow 
Upon her fair young brow ; 

The wreath of orange blossoms 
Sits lightly on it now. 

One whispered voice has lured her 

From other loves away ; 
Home's ties are true and sacred — 

She breaks them all to-day. 

Yet to no changeful lover 
She gives her virgin heart ; 

Like to that other Mary — 
Hers is the better part. 

K 



146 Lifies to a Mother. 

r 

The world may weep and wonder. 
How could it praise her choice ? 

But thou, thrice happy mother. 
Say, canst thou not rejoice ? 

Her home the altar's shadow, 
A dwelling pure and calm ; 

Her lot, with God for ever. 
The crown, the victor's palm. 

A little while of labour, 
And toil for love is sweet ; 

And then the Bridegroom cometh 
His chosen one to meet. 

Then let her bridal garments. 
Her flowers and jewels rare, 

Be lead before the altar 

With mystic rite and prayer. 

In sable vesture robe her, 
Cast those dark locks aside. 

Place on her breast Christ's image- 
She is His lowly bride. 

Ah, turn not from her weeping, 
What greater joy could be. 

Than that the King of heaven 
Should ask thy child of thee ? 



Lines to a Favourite Author. 147 

Thy other children round thee 

May cluster in their love ; 
Canst thou not spare one blossom 

To Him who reigns above ? 



LtnejBf 

TO THE MEMOBT OF ▲ FAVOURITE AUTHOR, JUNE 1870. 

I NEVER heard thy voice nor saw thy face, 

Yet with thy death grief enters at my door ; 
It seems to me I see a vacant place, 

And miss a friend known in the days of yore. 
I sorrow for thee — and presume to lay 

The humble tribute of a stranger's tears 
Upon thy tomb — where others weep to-day 

Who knew and loved thee through life's 
chequered years. 

Linked with sweet memories of the days gone by 

Are recollections of thy name my dead ; 
Dear ones who in the silent churchyard Jie, 

'Mid tears and smiles called blessings on thy head. 
The little ones thy children loved, and fain 

Sweet Nell and tiny Tim had seen and kissed. 
Now thou art dead, I seem to hear again 

The pattering feet, long from my dwelling missed. 



148 Not always Night. 

Gay laughter rings through chambers vacant long, 

And fancy conjures up the vanished hours, 
When round the hearth was heard the joyous song. 

And life gave promise but of smiles and flowers. 
If one kind deed the angels write in gold — 

A shining page, well filled with tender thought 
Traced by thy hand — ^now motionless and cold, 

In fadeless tablets may on high be sought 

How oft the weary on the couch of pain 

Thy words have solaced by another's story, 
How oft the sinking heart has tried again. 

And won the battle, lured by thee to glory. 
Even thy mirth its blessed work has done. 

And homes been brighter made by smile and jest ; 
Fame crowns thy memory, well the wreath was won. 

Brave heart, kind heart, in peace and honour rest ! 



Though dim the shadows gather, 
And darkness closes fast ; 

Sit not in hopeless sorrow. 
Night cannot always last. 



Lines on the Death of a Priest, 149 

Those angry clouds may vanish, 

And leave a tranquil sky ; 
They say the gloom is deepest 

When morning's dawn is nigh. 

The golden streaks are peeping 
Through the darkness even now; 

Life gives no time for pining, 
Put sadness from thy brow. 

Turn from thy selfish sorrow, 

Begin life's work again ; 
The Christian heart is strengthened, 

Not weaker made, by pain. 

Look up ! Thy day is waking, 

Brood not upon the past ; 
Thy duties stand by waiting. 

See, morn has come at last ! 



ILinejtf 

ON WITNB88IN0 THS DEATH OF A FBOMISING TOUNO PBISST. 

Swiftly now the sands were falling; hope had 

passed, and death drew nigh, 
As the golden clouds, uprising, crowned the autumn's 

radiant sky. 



150 Lines on the Death of a Priest. 

Silently we gathered round him in the sunset's 

peaceful glow, 
As we marked the heaving bosom, and the pulse beat 

faint and slow. 
He was young who lay there dying — scarcely passed 

his boyhood's years ; 
He was beautiful and gladsome — yet we shed no 

bitter tears ; 
He was fondly loved — there's mourning in a dwell- 
ing far away ; 
He was our dear Lord's anointed — ^yet no voice would 

bid him stay : 
For we knew the angels waited, and the crown of 

life was won ; 
He was young and pure and holy — but his day of 

toil was done. 
Wherefore bid him longer tarry in a world of toil 

and care ? 
See those mild eyes turning upward, home and joy 

and rest are there. 
Day has faded — night is closing, youth and death 

are struggling now, 
Wipe away with prayer and pity the cold moisture 

from his brow. 
On the cross the dying gazes— lay it gently on his 

breast, 
Jesus, Mary, Joseph prayed we, as he sweetly sank 

to rest. 



Lines on the Death of a Priest, 151 

Tender thoTights of those who loved him for a 

moment claimed our tears. 
As he lay there dead before us in his manhood's 

morning years ; 
Till a glorious memory waking turned our weeping 

eyes above, 
And we thought of angels meeting that pure soul 

with brother's love ; 
Of the welcome He would utter in that faithful 

servant's ear. 
Opening wide those arms of mercy — " My belovfed 

rest thou here I " 
So, with reverent love we folded those cold hands 

that often blessed. 
Closed the eyes, so mild so lovely — ^left the early 

dead to rest. ... 
Flowers, the sweetest and the fairest, fitting for the 

beauteous dead. 
Lay upon his lifeless bosom and around his couch 

were spread, 
Little children gathered round him, love and wonder 

in their eyes, 
With no thought of fear or sorrow, but a solemn 

sweet surprise. 
Why should death give pain or sorrow ? Why is 

life beloved so well ? 
Would one happy soul returning, ask again on earth 

to dwell ? 



152 Lines on the Death of a Priest 

Let there be no cry of sorrow then for him upon 

his bier, 
For his saintly life thanksgiving, for onr wasted 

years a tear. 
Lest one passing stain should hinder in its flight 

that gentle soul, 
Let the tide of supplication to the throne of Jesus roll. 
Ye who loved him, keep his memory till your 

pulse of life shall cease, 
Breathe the prayer so sweet to mourners, "Dear 

departed, rest in peace ! " 
It has come — the hour for parting, whisper that sad 

word — Farewell ! 
May we, when life's toils are ended, with him in 

God's presence dwelL 

• ••••••• 

Bear him now from city's turmoil to some quiet 
lovely spot. 

Lay him where the jarring voices of a busy world 
come not. 

Let the sunbeams fall upon him, making bright his 
lowly tomb ; 

Moon and stars at night keep vigil, banish far away 
the gloom ; 

Let the birds their songs of gladness in the branches 
o'er him sing — 

All the fairest things in nature to his silent dwell- 
ing bring. 



Retrospection. 153 

Flowers, your sweetest scents outpouring as the 

zephyrs o'er you wave, 
Fling your incense morn and even on the loved 

priest's early grave. 

dlh September 1871, 



BetrojB^pectton* 

Communing with my soul to-night, 
I turned the pages of the past ; 

And o'er life's records sad and bright. 
The searching glance of memory cast. 

Not long I read, tUl first thy name, 
'Mid sunny haunts of youth, I met ; 

And year by year its presence came, . 
Still linked with joy, and ne'er regret. 

At last some shadows came between. 
And blotted lines I strove to trace ; 

Some tears had fallen there, I ween. 
Yet could not all the past efface. 

So with old memories round my heart, 
I stretch my hand again for thine ; 

Life is so short, why should we part ? 
Give back the love that once was mine. 



1 54 Resurgam. 

For on a page unstained and &ir, 

I've traced thy name, dear Mend of old ; 

And it shall shine nntamished there 
In living letters, bright as gold. 



BeiBfurgam. 

O MOUBNER, what upheld thy heart 
When that last sigh told all was o'er, 
That those dear lips would never more 
To breathe thy name — or bless thee, part ? 

What gave thee strength to close those eyes 
Whose tenderest glance was still for thee ? 
How dark, how drear, the home must be 
Where one so loved and loving dies. 

How couldst thou live and look on her, 
So lovely in her dreamless rest. 
With white hands folded on the breast, 
That joy or grief no more may stir ? 

And oh, the saddest task of all, 
The long-last look, the farewell kiss. 
Mourner, what nerved thy soul for this ? 
And then her face beneath the pall. 
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Was it the word she whispered thee 
A moment ere the spirit fled ? 
Ere drooped upon thy breast her head, 
Could that last word so potent be ? 

Bereaved, I marvelled at thy calm. 
When others could but rave in grief ; 
'Twas thine to bring their heart relief. 
And pour in words as sweet as balm. 

True, in my love's lone grave is laid 
All earthly joy, life's promise fair ; 
The star that gladdened home is there — 
Beneath the spreading yew tree's shade. 

But ere the angel snapt in twain 
The golden thread — she whispered me, 
" Mourn not beloved, I'll wait for thee. 
Soon we shall rise to love again ! " 



And so,, though lonely is my fate, 
I bear my burden, hoping still 
Life's lowly duties to fulfil. 
And meet her at high heaven's gate. 
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!Ltne0 

ADDBXB8KD TO THS LADT mawiauw 8TIWAST. 

Meet name for thee is Margaret, 
Cluld of high hope and prayer ! 

Yes ; meet that Scotland's sainted queen 
Should shield thee with her care. 

Thou art the pearl of loving hearts ; 

Yet not upon thy brow, 
That emblem of earth's love and tears 

I would see gleaming now. 

No, from thy native glens I'd cull 
Thy emblem flower — and bind 

The daisy — as a crown for thee, 
What sweeter garland find ? 

The rose is for the garden's shade, 
Where favoured footsteps fall ; 

The daisy blooms for high and low. 
And is beloved of all 

And thou, child of a noble race, 

Not for a few must live ; 
Nor only to life's lofty sphere 

Thy grace and beauty give. 
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Like her who sanctified a throne, 

And drew rude hearts to God ; 
Thou must shed virtue's odours round, 

And follow where she trod. 

Meet then, sweet little Margaret, 

The daisy crown for thee ; 
It hides no thorn,, it gives no pain, 

Such all thy garlands be ! 

The daisy turns its eye to Heaven — 

Learn thou to centre there 
Thy love, thy hope ; while angel-hands 
A crown for thee prepare. 



Co IP* £♦ 

Thou art gone home, belovfed, 
Gone from life's pains and cares. 

Gone to the peaceful mansions 
God for His own prepares. 

Thy long-lost father's welcome. 
Thy mother's outstretched hand. 

Awaited thee, belovfed. 
On that far spirit land. 



158 Prologue. 

Thou art with God, Sweet Sister^ 
*Ti8 we who suffer now ; 

And bright must be the jewels 
That crown thy patient brow. 

So while we miss and mourn thee, 
We bless God for thy rest ; 

And long to share thy gladness 
On our sweet Saviour's breast. 

i«£ OcU^ier 1879. 



TO THE DRAMA OF SAINT WINEFBIDE'S MABTTBDOM. 

TIME, roll backward through the chequered years 
Of vanished ages, filled with hopes and fears 
That long have ceased to gladden or to pain ; 
For one brief hour give us the past again ; 
But bear us not away to foreign shore ; 
Give us a British scene in days of yore, 
Ere the fierce Saxon ruled the land they own 
And drove. the Briton from his mountain throne. 
Ere faith had vanquished all our stubborn race, 
And Druid rites to Christ's sweet law gave place. 
Come to a Cambrian home, and glad your sight 
By tracing step by step with us, to-night. 
The gentle life of one whose fame has spread. 
Where He is known, for whom her blood was shed. 
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To-day, as in the centuries gone by, 

The sick invoke her, and their sufferings fly ; 

The sceptic stands by Winefride's clear well, 

And learns how there the martyr's young head fell 

Beneath the Pagan suitor's angry sword, 

When she disdained him for heaven's mighty Lord. 

He sees the marvels wrought, but smiles when told 

The quaint sweet legend of those days of old. 

That Beuno's hand restored again to life 

The head that feU beneath the Pagan's knife. 

And Winefride, in cloister shades apart. 

Gave to her God her life, her love, her heart; 

But we, dear friends, doubt not God's mighty power. 

As boundless now as in creation's hour. 

We know the prayer of faith with Him prevails. 

And give Him praise for Winefride of Wales. 



a QBrotfjer'iaf c^ratie* 

Where the Pacific sings his dirge 

On far Australian shores he lies, 
'Neath the pale foliage of the south, 

'Neath the soft light of alien skies. 
And none who loved were near to soothe 

The passage to that early grave ; 
But strangers, nigh, warm, kindred hearts. 

Were severed far by land and wave. 



i6o Forget not the Dead. 

And yet, though far away he sleeps, 
Sweet thought ! his spirit hovers near, 

And knows how bled one fond true heart 

« 

That ever keeps his memory dear. 
The ocean lies not now between 

His soul and hers who loved him best ; 
She looks but upward now to God, 

And seeks him in his home of rest. 

Where incense floats around the shrine. 

And music bears the heart's appeal, 
Where angels catch the whispered prayer, 

And tender thoughts around her steal. 
The sister thinks how she shall meet. 

When life's brief chequered course is run, 
The brother, loved and parted long. 

Her nearest, dearest, only one. 

14^^ Ifovember 1868. 



jTocget not tfte SDeati* 

Forget not the dead ; though we see them no longer 
At the board, or the hearth — in the heart keep their 

place ; 
Our love for the absent grows deeper and stronger 
As we vainly look round for some dear absent face. 



" Deo Gratias / " 1 6 1 

Forget not the dead, who in silence axe lying 
Afar from the dwellings that they once made so 

bright; 
When we folded their- shrouds, we thought earth's 

joys were dying, 
And now but a shadow lies between us and light. 

Forget not the dead, the true-hearted and tender. 

Ah! the angel that smote them will. come for us soon; 

We, too, shall lie down, and our loved ones sur- 
render. 

And what fond heart with us by the grave shall 
communq ? 

Forget not the dead, once they shared joy and sorrow, 
Now calmly they lie while we smile and we weep ; 
Forget not to-day — for some other, to-morrbw. 
O'er your own silent form love's sad vigil may keep. 



3Deo (CrattajS! 

Have you e'er listened when the birds, up-springing 

From dewy couches, piped their matin lay. 
As morn, her glow from Eastern portals flinging, 

Bade night's grey shadows flee from earth away ? 
Nor raised your voice, and with the warblers blending 

Sang " Deo Gratias ! " to God on high ! 
From groves and meadows with the lark ascending, 

Eaising thanksgiving through the summer sky ? 



1 62 ''Deo Gratias/'* 

Have you, upon the purple heather lying, 

Heard 'mong the clover the low hum of bees ? 

« 

And far away — now loud, now plaintive sighing — 
The matchless music of the mighty seas ; 

Nor felt your soul on that broad ocean rushing, 
Where Time's bright waters lave immortal strands. 

And "Deo Gratias!" from heart-strings gushing 
Swell the hosannas of the minstrel bands ? 

Have you beheld, in mid-day glory shining. 

The mountains rising o'er earth's strife and din. 
Still pointing upward, without restless pining, 

For those gold gates to ope and let you in ? 
Have yoii forgotten in the hour of sadness 

That light and shadow o'er the earth God flings. 
That " Beo Gratias ! " turns gloom to gladness 

In the brave heart that 'mid its sorrow sings ? 
Have we not cause for long and deep thanksgiving, 

Who sleep and wake upon Our Father's breast ? 
Then "Deo Gratias !" each hour while living — 

And evermore when we go home to rest. 



FINIS. 



